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ERRATA. 


p. 8, laſt line but 2, for 
And hail'd the ſoft nightingale's ſong, 
read 
And hail'd me the nightingale's ſong, 
P, 27, firſt line, 
For boy to glad the jocund ſcene, 
read 


Boy to gild the glittering ſcene. 
P. 53, laſt line but 3, omit the I before comfort. 
P. 9o, line 13, for repair read retire. 
P. 102, line 10, for minions read minion's. 


P. 103, 1ſt line, 2d verſe, for charm read charms, 
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SIR, 
TRE Widow's Mite has * been eſteemed a 
type of Charity; may not 4 Poet's trivial Of- 
fering then (if I am worthy that appellation) be 
—— a mark of gratitude and reſpect? As 


ſuch the following Bagatelles are humbly inſcribed 


to you 
BY YOUR VERY HUMBLE SERVANT, 
THE AUTHOR, 
Martlet-Court, 
Bow-Street, 


April 20, 1796. 
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PARNASSIAN BAGATELLES, 
' © | 


THE HAPPY COTTAGER ; 
A PASTORAL BALLAD. 


Away from the town, from its titmult and ſtrife, 
Serenely to dwell be my lot; 

And in rural content, all the days of my life, 
Let me happily paſs in yon Cot! 


O'erſhadow'd by trees, ſee it ſtands in the vale; 
View the path I ſo conſtantly tread; 

From its top ſee the ſmoke wafted on by the gale, 
Through branches that play round its head. 


The ſerpentine ſtream, glitt'ring, runs through my farm, 
Rich crops ruddy Induſtry yields; 

My Cowsin yon ſhed are from weather kept warm, 
Or nip the young bud of the fields. 


On yon ſilver current, the ſmart Angler's pride, 
Oft oar-footed birds do reſort; 

And buoyantly over its bright ſurface glide, 
Or wantonly dive in gay ſport. 


B There 
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There the crimſon-ſeab4 Trout, cautious, tim*rous, and ſhy, 
Is allur'd by the barb-hiding baitz - + - + - cr | 


Ez 


The Gudgeon too eagerly ſnaps at the fly, 4 


Or the Pike prowls on flowly in ſtate! 


Dame Partlet next view, clucking loud to her brood, - 
And collecting them round her with care; 

See how buſy when Anna diſtributes them food, 
To give each deſcendant a ſhare. 


See Chanticleer ſtrut᷑;, the Grand Turk of the barn, 
His Sultanas he wantonly eyes: 

To the faireſt donates his pick'd preſent of corn, 
While Jealouſy cackles and cries. 


Sleek and ſturdy, ſtout Dobbin trots proud o'er the lawn; 
Or, exulting, the green ſward he paws, 

While with new ſhining colours my Car I adorn, 
Which frequent to market he draws. 


The Swine's briſtly back is juſt hid in clean CY 
My Pigeons no dove-cote can match ; 

And the impudent Sparrow, whom ſhot cannot awe, 
Picks and chirrups away in my thatch, 4 


My Garden, I've plann'd (tho? beſure 'tis but ſinall); * 
To provide me with what I moſt need; 
And tho' downy peaches oft bluſh on its wall, 
Yet *tis planted with true homely ſeed. | 


(v9 
The Bean's ſcented bloſſom, the full podded Pea, 
Mealy roots from Hibernia's ſhore; | 


The rough-rinded Ruſſeting weighs down its tree 
And of verdurous plants I've a ſtore: 


Yet flowers are not baniſh'd—there bloſſoms the * 
And there azure Violets dwell; | 28% 

There lives the pert Daiſey, the Lily there blows, 
And Bees hide in Daffodil's cell. | 


Round their hives in loud buzzing ——— out their ſong, 
Or flow'rets of ſweetneſs bereave ;'' 

While the provident Ant tugs proviſion you 
To depoſit it ſafe in her cave. 


Would you view a the furniture's plain 
My dogs, where you enter, preſide; 

My ſervants are few, but to wrong me diſdain, 
For their honeſty oft” has been tried! 


The manſion which grandeur has rear'd with ſuch coſt, 
From the Architect's proudeſt deſign, 


If its walls you'd explore will perchance never boaſt 
Happy tenants ſo grateful as mine! 


The playful young kitten oft” purrs on my knee, 
Shock in gambols to pleaſe me will try; 

While, perch'd on my chair, with my luncheon makes free 
The larcenous, chattering Pye. 


B 2 Surly 
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Surly Bailiff can never my cottage aſſail, 
Nor o'erbearing Landlord moleſt ; 

For the freehold's my on; nor can creditors rail, 
So, with heart quite at eaſe am I bleſt. 


My ale I've juſt tapp'd, of its briſkneſs I'll boaſt, 
"I was brew'd for my neighbours to taſte ; 
We'll merrily quaff it, while this is our toaſt, 
« May, as long as old Time, Freedom laſt.” | 


Fortune's ſelf, let her brag, can't my pleaſures amend, 
No grandeur my envy can move; 
For, to add to the bleſſing, I boaſt a true Friend, 

And a Nymph that I tenderly love. 


ABSENCE); 
A PASTORAL BALLAD. 


Tur Bard whoſe bold Idea's built on fame, 
In founding numbers oft” ſublimely ſings 


The magic terror of an Hero's name, 
The fall of Nations, and the death of Kings. 


The varied, ſtrange viciſſitudes of Fate, 

Which hurl ſome tyrant down Deſtruction's glen; 
Or raiſe the youth who propp'd a falling ſtate ; 

Or laſh the vice of impious powerful men. 
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While I, but courting meek»2y'd Ann's eſteem, 
And unambitious of renown or praiſe, y 

Make Abſence from my Love the penſive theme, 
And murm'ring plaints the burthen of my Lays. 


Oſt' where yon limpid ſtreams meand'ring run, 
And the fad willow droops her weeping kead, 
Pleas'd we repair'd, while the reſplendent ſwni 

Darted a luſtre on the dewy mead; - | 


There (where. the ſongſters ſtretch their little throats, | 
And warble love, twittering on every ſpray; 

As we have liſten'd to their artleſs notes, 
How have I gag'd, and figh'd, my ſoul away 


And oft? when playful Zephyr drew aſide 

In wanton ſport the *kerchief of my fair, 
And ſlyly ſtole a kiſs to me deny d, 

A kiſs of rapture, which I could not ſhare; 


How have I envy'd the ſupreme delight, 

While burning bluſhes glow'd upon her cheek 3 
As ſhe again veil'd Heaven from my ſight, 

And bade my prying eyes no-further ſeek. 


Yet an affected coynels ſhe diſdain d; 
Joy's modeſt chalice did I often fip : 

Oft' have I more than ecſtacy obtain d 
By preſſing to my own her coral lip, 


Ofc 
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Has ſmil'd convivial, and each moment paſs'd 
f Serene and placid—over-anxious Care 
2 Ne'er enter'd to diſturb the homely feaſt. 


Oft' as we nut-brown fluid did inhale, 
Which ſtole its brightneſs from her hazle eye 3 


T've fondly liſten d to the ſportive tale, 
Which Mirth with ample Humour did bir 


| 
| 
Or-when the faggot crackled on the hearth, 
| And chilly Winter made the evenings long ; 
To her I've read the deeds of ruſtic worth, 
| | Or ſat attentive to her cheerful ſong. | 


Friendſhip inhabited my little ſhed ; 
Content and: approbation there were found: 

The fleeting hours on joy's ſoft pinions ſped, 
And love and fond affection ſmil'd around. 


But now no more her dulcet veſpers cheer, 
Or Winter evenings Summer's joys impart: 
My Anna's abſent ! no—ſhe till reigns here, 
Her image ſtill is graven on my heart. 


Zephyr too's fled (ah! pr'ythee do not grant 
To others view, what Anchorets might fire); 

The feather'd choir their matins faintly chant, 
And pallid Abſence ſickens with deſire. 
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Otte at the frugal board my ruſtic fair o id 1.44 
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No 
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No more with pleaſure my repaſtꝰs enjoy d 
TT 
Each culinary comfort is deſtraud, | = 
By the griev d abſence of a wiſh for gueſt 


- 
— 


No more the ſparkling glaſs affords delight. = 
Its ſpirit's vapid, and its brightneſs fades == 
Nor merry tale, nor joke, can ſmiles excite; -/ | =_— 
For Melancholy drear the ſcene pervades: ' - | —_— 


- =—_ 

Yet Hope's ſweet preſage darts a ray of joy,7 : : 7 

Informs my foul its ſorrow's nearly oer; Wu 

That happineſs awaits without alloy, © [ + V f 
For ſoon we meet, till death, to part no more. 20 
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JESSY; er, THE DISAPPOINTMENT: /7 


AN ELEGIAC BALLAD. 
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Is vain I the Muſes ales _ 
My pangs they can never declare; , = 
The Pen muſt be dipp'd in diſtreſs, | = 
That tranſcribes the fad Tale of — 1 
From the lucid :Huſions of plißs, : / ; J 
Where the Hours ſweetly ſped in delight; = 
T've fell to the Joweſt Abyſs, 8 9 oh 
And ſunk' into darkneſs and Night. 4 et £ 4h 
1 
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How light was my boſom that morn, 


When gaily I tripp'd through the Grove, 


on the wings of Affection was borne, 


Jocund ſpeeding to gaze on my Love. 


A thouſand fond thoughts fill'd my breaſt, 
The pleaſant reception he'd give: 

For, oh] he had fondly confe ſs d, 
In my preſence alone could he live 


The kiſs which he gave, when, by Heav'n, 
From a Form ſo much lov'd I was torn, 
J panted as pure as twas given 
Untainted again to return. 


To the Earth Sol had now bade adicu, 
In dew-drops the ſky ſhed a tear, 

When the Cottage appear'd feint in view, 
Which contain'd all my Boſom held dear. 


Soon the ſeat where we woo'd charm'd my eye, 
Where ſo oft” I have toy'd on his knee, 

Where the vine curl'd, each vine did outvie, 
Belov'd becauſe planted by me. 


Its leaves, quiv'ring, mimick'd my fear, 
And hail'd the ſoft Nightingale's ſong ; 

*T was ſweet—but it died on my ear, 2 
When the muſic I heard of his tongue. 


(9) 
Ah, me! with what rapturous glow - - 
I flew-the dear Youth to enfold; _ 
But unkindly his doors open'd flow, 
And, oh! my reception was cold ! 


His embraces but faintly expreſs'd 
The Love I expected to meet; 
I was chill'd, he fo coldly careſs'd; 
E'en his ſmiles were the ſmiles of Deceit. 


But why of his cruelty ſpeak ? 
Ah ! why of his coldneſs complain? 
My form, my endowments are weak, 
And he is.the- Pride of the Plain. 


Suſpicion, that bane to the mind. 
Panted eager his falſehood to prove; 


Every action I conſtrued unkind, 
And harſh the feign'd language of Love. 


My preſence he ſtrove. to avoid, Ss 
Appearance ſeem'd ſcarce worth his care; 
Our contract of Love he deſtroy'd, 
To renew with ſome happier fair. 
Rack'd thus, the dull hours bade me droop, 
Hours creeping on pinions of lead; , _ _ 
When the news came to kill every hope - 
From his Jeſſy the falſe one had fled. . 
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Ere the ſtory my ears did aſſail, den ff 
Kind Jove ſhould have robbꝰd me of breath, 

Or the wretch who proclaim'd the ſad tale, 
Have brought too the ſummons of Death. 
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THE ORTHAN mates * 
PATHETIC NARRATIVE. 


Tux tempeſt fibfides ut mont's Lind vial 
The winds their hoarſe ravings gave o'er; 

When trembling a Ship-boy did anxiouſly touch 
The latch of yon Cottager's door. 


—— 2 ——ͤ — 


His cold, benumb- d fingers their office deny'd— 
Thrice he tapp'd *gainſt the door—then, with fear 
Retreated ſome paces, and cautiouſly ey'd, 
Leaſt watchful ſome Maſtiff was near. 


*T was heard from the cot, and its Inmates ſoon crowd 
| The Stranger's miſhap to enquire; 
| For to aid the 'Diſtreſs'd were thoſe cottagers proud, 
| Philantrophy's ſelf. yas their Sire. 


® The Idea of this little Tale was taken from Mr. Bigg's beautiful Print 
of. the Shipwreck'd Boy at the Cottage door. 
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The avenu'd dome, rais'd by labour and coſt, 
Sometimes may view Virtue its gueſt, 

But her conſtant attendance their cottage could boaſt, 
Tho? oft by rude Power Ae, 


They aſked him his criefs—chook'd with tears, n 
I was ſhipwreck'd not far from this vale:“ 

And as ſoon his heart-breaking ſobs could ſubſide, 
He proceeded to tell his fad tale. 


« Diſtreſs goads me fare, what more urgent can plead 
To arreſt your attention and care, | 
« For Pity, kind Heaven, I know, has decreed, 
« To reſide in the breaft of the fair.” 


The Sire of the Maids now approach'd from his ſhed, 
He was ſtruck with the Boy's artleſs prate, 

Whom quick to'ards the crackling faggots he * 
Then begg'd him his ſtory dilate. 


HIS STORY. 


« To mention my Parents but calls forth a lig, 
To make my recital more ſad, 

En the grave's narrow confines they mouldering lie, 

«1, alas! am a poor Orphan Lad. 


C 2 * The 
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« The ſweet kiſs maternal, ah me! I ne' er kneẽw. 

Kind endearments harſh Fortune deny'd, 
For ſcarce in the world reſpiration I drew, 
« Ere in anguiſh my mother—ſhe died! 


My father ſo lov'd her (I've oft” heard it ſaid) 
In his breaſt let Deſpair baneful creep, 
And penſively flow through the thicket he ſtray d, 

To hide that deſpair, and to weep. 


- VIII - Per * «£4 * 24 


Health fled from his viſage, twas ghaſtly and wan, 
« He could not endure the dire ſtroke ; | 

In the Huſband was centred the Soul of the Man, 
« And his heart keen reflection had broke. 


” 0.2: Vo rm oper women - 


« A Relative promis'd my Dad, e'er he died, 
« Ere he fled to the realms of the bleſt, 
« For me his poor offspring he'd amply provide: 
a « Ah! his promiſes were but a jeſt, 


« A luckleſs young urchin, my infantine years 
« Were embitter'd by many a curſe, 

The crumbs that I ſwallow'd were moiſten'd with tears, 
“And Harſhneſs, ſour hag ! was my 'nurſe. 


« How oft? did T rue the fad hour I was born, | 
« Sure Slaves were leſs wretched than I! 


| . So] thought, ſoon as ſenſe in my boſom gan mv 
| « Away from my tyrant I'd fly. 


« ] re- 


121 


« ] remember the day, on an errand I'd been, 
« ] as rapidly ſped as I could; | 
« But the paſſionate monſter, indulging his ſpleen, 
« My limbs crimſon'd over with blood. 


« *Twas nearly the eve ere I quitted his farm, 
« I knew not which path I ſhould tread, 

« No guide to direct, friend to ſcreen me from harm, 
« Or money to purchaſe me bread. 


« Yet onward I trudg'd, nor of hunger opin'd, 
Like a captive who freedom has gain'd; 
Each ſtep from my priſon I took cheer'd my mind, 
« 'Tho* pebbles my feet ſorely pain'd. | 


Some berries I pluck'd, ſipp'd the cryſtalline ſtream, , 
Vet e'en as I pluck'd 'em I flew; 

« For I dreaded the fiend of my abſence might dream, , 
And his poor trembling victim purſue, 


« Scon darkneſs, that bugbear to cowardly minds, 
EIn its fable attire frightful came, 
« And on the bleak moor whirPd in eddies rude winds, 
« And fleet fell to chill my weak frame. 


« Fatigu'd, almoſt ſpent, I erawl'd on in fad plight, 
Thought my heart, like my parent's, would break, 
« When I ſpy'd at ſmall diſtance a glimmering light, 
Heard the Ale-houſe ſign chearily crea. 


7 | «I en- 
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I whiſper'd the Seaman, who ſpoke me ſo fair, 


T0 4:3 


tt J enter'd the precinct that boaſted the ray, [ 2 
Told my poor ſimple ſtory in brief; f 22 

“ Cold and hungry I'd wander'd miles out of my way, 

« And begg'd they'd not frown on my grief. 


« Don't droop,” cry'd a Seaman, who poiz'd the full bowl, 
« Whom his meſſmates all ſeem'd to admire, * 
For the ſea-faring ſtave did he merrily troll, 
« As I ventur'd anear the turf fire. 


© Don't droop, little Wanderer, give me thy hand, 
« Here, Landlady, dry rigging bring, 


« Why, lad, ee , obey iran 
« Quaff a noggin to us and the King. 


« Comebeſtir thee, old dame—Boy, I'll take thee in tow: 
Haſt thou friends? thou ſhalt ſoon to em fteer:” 


In faltering accents I anſwer'd him No 
« If I've friends, they're the friends who are here. 


« While to dry my coarſe tatters the tapſter took care, 
« And the goblet was drain'd by the crew, 


The tale I've related to you. 


« He bitterly ſwore at the treatment I met, 

<« Said, landſmen were falſe as the wind; 
«* Hop'd no ſhot in his locker the monſter might get, 
« Who an orphan could treat ſo unkind. 
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« As for him, while with life and with health he was bleſt 
« And fortune rewarded his toil | 

« He'd give up his all to relieve the diſtreſt. 
« And be more than repaid with their ſmile. - ., 


« Nay, Stripling, don't weep (for fo kindly he ſpoke, 
That gratitude ſtarted a tear), | 

« The frowns of Dame Fortune Dan . 75 
« And weathercock-like ſhe may veer | 


« For Hope is dur anchor, Content ſwells the ſail, 
Life's rudder's by Fortitude held; -- + 

« So, Youngſter, with me thou ſhalt weather the gale, 
« And try what new climates will _—_ VT ©: 


« preſs'd his hard hand (which oft yielded a don) 1 
« With affectionate joy to my lid): oY F 

And away, when, twas fair, by the light of the Mos, : | 
We hied hand in hand to'ards- the ſhip, 


4 The broad nautic joke as we journey d along, 
« And whim and loud laughter went round 

Eke the mirth- making ee eee, . 
« With — ” 


© We arrived at the port: with my ſhipmates to ride 
« Ofer the billows, I heard the command: 
« A Mariner, Sir, pray excuſe a Boy's pride, 
« Is the glory and boaft of this Land. 


« T cou'd 
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cc Swift as lightning, where duty directed we flew, 


( 16 ) 


« T cou'd not ( tho* home had no comfort for me), 
« When the ſignal I heard to unmoor, 

& And all hands were pip'd, and our bark under weigh, q 
« But caſt a laſt look to'ards the ſhore, 


« My friend too ſeem'd dull; for the cauſe T apply'd, 
« Are you griev'd thus at quitting this coaſt ?* 

« Sweet Anna, farewell !” was the ſentence he ſighs, 0 
« Dropt a tear and then ſped to his poſt. - 


« Or the anchor to tear from its bed, 
& Or the ſails to unfurl, for a gale briſkly blew 
&« Would ſwell all the canvas we ſpread. 


« Heay'n ſmil'd on our voyage; the bright god of day. 
« To beſpangle the waves took delight; 
« His orb oft” emitted a heart-cheering ray, 
« And Luna her watch kept by night. 


& At the ſea's wide expanſe quite aſtoniſh'd I gaz d; 
« No more were the cliffs then in view; | 

« With the rudder's command I was ſtruck, and amar' 2 
« When the needle's attraction I knew. 


by) 


« To the friend introduc'd me attention I paid, 
4 Nautic knowledge he wiſh'd to infuſe ; * 
« And the power of the r 
And inform'd me their wonderful uſe. 


Equatot 


( 17 ) 


« Equator we croſs'd, my young ſhip-mates all ſmil'd 
« At the miſchief they'd cunningly brew'd ; 

Jo the ſide of the veſlel they wily beguil'd, 
« And immerg'd me, half drown'd, in the flood. 


« Th' Venetian Doge weds the Sea with parade, 
« I her kiſs did unwillingly court; | 

« At my plight Laughter ſhook, it was Cuſtom, they ſaid, 
« Impell'd em, thus drench me in ſport, - 


Our paſttmes were varied; our ſports full of whim, 
« How jocound and happy we'd be! 

„When our bark briſkly glided, fo neatly and trim, 
And we daſh'd fleet as thought through the Sea. 


« But the paſtime moſt apt to the mariner's mind, 
« That furniſh'd his hour with delight, 

« Was toaſting the fair-one he'd far left behind, 
Round the bowl flung on Saturday night. 


« Kind William, that generous patron to me, _ 
« With a ſigh then would mention his Anne; 
« To Love ſure no boſom a ſtranger can be, 
« Who the feelings can boaſt of a man. 


* 


« Fair Anne! the ſmart maiden that dwelt near the beach, 
« With features ſo comely and gay, 

That not to admire would the Graces impeach, 
Was the hurthen and pride of his lay. 


D « Fair 
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Fair Anna! whoſe orbits than ſtars are more bright, 
« In whoſe lips crimſon coral prevails ; 

« Whoſe teeth than the elephant's tuſk are more wy, 
« And her breath ſweet Arabia's gales. 


« Oft” when treading the meadow her William would ween, 
« To have whiſk'd with his kerchief to death 

« The amorous bee, who was wantonly ſeen 
« The honey to ſteal from her breath. 


« None chaunted ſo ſweetly a ſonnet of love, 
« Orey'd with fo piercing a glance; 

No foot the blyth hornpipe ſo featly could move, 
« Or join in the ſpirited dance. 


« A laſs neater clad never tripp'd o'er the green, 
« She Cleanlineſs? ſelf did outvie; 

“ Drifted ſnow's ſpotleſs white in her apron was ſeen, 
And her kerchief was India's dye. 


“ Her bonnet of ſtraw, with gay ribbons ſhe grac'd, 
« In ringlets flows ſportive her hair; 

On her inſtep the ſmart filver buckle is plac'd, 
« And her hoſe as her boſom is fair. 


& In a flow'r-ſprinkled cotton, the choice of her love, 
« Which ſhe with true blue gaily bound; 

* Arm in arm with him oft” ſhe fo lightly would move, 
Her feet ſeem'd to ſcarce kiſs the ground. 


« He 


( 19' ) 


« Her health would he quaff, in her praiſes he'd ſing, 
« His voice as the Nightingale clear; 

« With the name of his laſs would the forecaſtle ring, 
« And to liſten e'en Mermaids draw near, 


Thus journey'd old Time 'till our port we beheld 
« Rearing proudly its turrets on high, 

« And pleas'd with its burthen the tide gently ſwell'd, 
« To lay us thoſe turrets anigh; 


« To deſcribe foreign cities I boaſt not the ſkill, 
« Or depict ye wide diſtant domains; 

« For homeward bound fancy each thought wafted Rill 
« To re-picture my own native plains. 


Our goods ſafely landed and ſold on the mart, 
« Proviſions on board us were borne ; 

« 'To barter our merchandize, all were alert, 
« Tow'rds Albion again to return, 


“ Thugg'd the glad thought, for it promis'd me fair; 
« A thought, alas! wing'd with deceit ; 

« I ſhould ſee lovely Anna, my guardian's care, 
When the iſle gave me birth we ſhould greet. 


« Methought when the long-boat was rowing to land, 
« 'To the ſummit of bliſs] ſhould foar, _ 

« Beholding his Anna prepar'd on the ſtrand, | 
« To welcome her lover on ſhore. $1 2 5 
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Hope pictur'd the ſcene, 'twas a proſpe of bliſs, 
« Of bliſs, which the virtuous taſte, 

« When conſtancy breathes a melliluous kiſs, 
« And love by affection's embrac” d. 


«* ur canvas was fill'd, and again ſpread our fail, 
&« With the tide Eurus kindly aroſe ; 

And ſprang up to waft us a proſperous gale, 
“ Which wak'd the lull'd main from repoſe. 


. 


Right pleaſant we ſcudded, the land was in view 
« Which we anxiouſly wiſhed to anear ; 

« Fre the tempeſt aroſe and the winds fiercely blew, 
« Which transformed our bright hopes to deſpair; 


« So ſudden the guſt, it ſtruck all with diſmay, 
« *T was in vain the big billows to brave; 
« They foam'd and ingulphing us each riſing ſea, 


« For our bark ſeem'd preparing a grave. 
\ 


& Thro? the ſhrouds and rent tackling whiſtled the ſtorm, 
« Then hoarſer and hoarſer it roar'd: 

« ur brave gallant veſſel the ſurge did deform, 
« And ſwept every maſt by the board! 


« The fork'd lightning flaſh*d, thunder threaten'd around, 
« The ſeaman to hurl from his poſt ; 


e And to kill all endeavour was heard the dread ſound, 


« Have mercy, ſhe ſinks, all is loſt ! 
| ce Scarce 
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« Scarce pronounc'd the ſhrill cry, ere to pieces ſhe flew, ; 
« Over her wreck, waves tempeſtuous roll; * 
« Had you heard but the ſhrieks of the ſca-beaten crew, 
« *T would have harrow'd, with pity, your ſoul. 


Remembrance almo ſt me of reaſon bereares, 
« My meaſure of grief was complete; | 
« I ſaw my lov'd friend ſwallow'd up by the waves, 
« And my ſhip-mates all ſhare his hard fate. 


« Teſcap'd from the wreck, it was Providence” will 
« My current of life {till ſhould flow; 
« But the guſt of misfortune will ruffle it ſtill, 
« And I'm loſt in a whirwind of woe. 


Ahl he's gone,” cry'd the ſhip-boy, my friend ĩs no more, 
« And here my fad hiſtory ends 

« Again T'am an out-caſt on Albion's ſhore, 
« A poor orphan boy, without friends.” 

« No, no,” cry'd the fire, © who had wept at his due, Y 
« Paid the tribute of many a ſigh; | 7 

« Thy moans ſhall no longer reſound thro' the, vale, 
« I the loſs of thy friend will ſupply: | 


« Let the TOR" attends on oppreſſion and power, * 
« The grief of the ſuppliant diſdain; were” ] 
* And Harſhneſs bolt mild Generoſity's door, 
« When Poverty's offspring complain. 


— — 
IS be %. 2 
— 


is * v4 4 *. DS - _— * _—_— 
+ +» Can. — — 4 


( 22 ) 
© The unfeeling boſom, oh Grandeur! be thine ; 
That hour let this valley ne'er ſee; 


4 When Pride and gaunt mee * combine, | 
2 blight Hoſpitality's tree | 


As he utter'd this ſentence, a voice ſtruck his ear, 
Sad and plaintively ſounded the moan ; 

And pallid and wan a wild phantom drew near, 
Who wept, and exclaim'd, © He is gone !” 


Rent and frantic her garb, full of ſorrow, hermein, - 
Her hands in keen anguiſh ſhe wrung; _ 

« Ah! where is my William? have none of ye ſeen?” . 
And then thus ſhe mournſully ſung. | 


ANNA's DITTY. 


You aſk, why I thus droop my head ? 
Why penſive and fad I deplore ? 
All joy from poor Anna is fled, 
My William, alas ! is no more. 
Theſe eyes dim and mournful appear, 
Which from his all their luſtre could borrow ; 
I muſt pauſe o'er my tale—drop a tear, 
For, alas! tis a Story of Sorrow. 


I ſtood 


( 23 ) 
ſtood on the beach, while in view . 
The bark toſsꝰd, that brought him from far; 
The rain beat, the winds ſhrilly blew, 
The elements all ſeem'd at war: 
Ah me! (the dire thought bids me weep), 
Conſolation, ah ! where ſhall I borrow ! 


He immerg'd in the watery deep, 
To fill theſe ſad orbits with ſorrow. 


Diſtracted! but prayers could I give; 

While he daſh'd the big billows aſide, 
For me *twas he ſtrove to ſurvive, 

But, worn out, he ſunk breathleſs and died. 
Depriv'd of my Lovel complain; 

I his Bride ſhould have been on the morrow; 
But I'll plunge in the unſated main, 

And cure a heart burſting with ſorrow. 


i 


FOR * 


I — — 


Thus ended the ſtrain, and ſhe ruſh'd tow'rds the ſpot 
Where her William, her lover, was loſt ; 

Where Hope was expung'd by Misfortune's dire blot, 
And all her fond wiſhes were croſs d. 


«* Ah me! there he glides ! *tis his footſteps I hear! 
« See proudly he ſtalks o'er the lea | 11 

© Theſe eyes can't deceive he approaches me near— 
* *Tis the ſhade of my William I fee !”? 


pe And 
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And now ſtilly filence did aweful prevail, 
Coward Fear in each boſom was couch'd ! 

Aghaſt look'd the maidens, the ſhip-boy grew pale, 
As the much-beloy'd ſpectre approach'd. : 


Still nearer and nearer advancing it drew; 
Each ſtep the ſcar'd ſhip-boy alarms : 

« My Anne,” cry'd the Stranger, My Anne ! is it you?” 
She hear'd him, and ſwoon'd in his arms. 


« *Tis William that ſpeaks—lovely Anna, revive! 
« *Tis William, his friends thought no more; 

But in pity to thee, whom kind Heaven bade live. 
« Bleſt Providence brought me to ſhore. 


« The wave that ſeem'd fatal to me prov'd a friend, - 
« (Omnipotence let none deride); 

« For where pond'rous rocks the rough ocean propend, 
A chaſm ſafe ſhelter ſupply'd. 


« My Anna, look up—” She her eyes fix'd on his, 
To reſtore her to reaſon he ſtrove: 

&« 'Tis thy William that ſpeaks,” breath'dalover 'sfondkils, 
And wak'd her to reaſon and love. 


On the rock long I ſhiver'd, the ſurge roar'd around, 
Till morn came in calmneſs array'd; 

When a boat from the beach nearly famiſhing found, 
« Reliev'd me, and hither I ſtray'd. 


4 The 
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The ken embrac'd his kind patron, with tears: 
His boſom with joy fully fraught ; 


The cottager fire (his head filver'd with years) 
Begg'd them enter his warm Aale cot. 


Exclaim'd, & The dark proſpect of Death now is o'er, 
« Sorrow's clouds, clad in fables, are paſt ; 

« Then e'en lets reflect on misfortunes no more; 
« But the chalice of happineſs taſte 


Return thanks to Heaven, that firſt gave us breath, 
And fo amply has made you its care; 

« Think in every trial, *mid danger and Death, 
« The Virtuous ſhould never deſpair.” 


—— ——— äů 
THE LARK:. 
A SONNE - 4 


"'T WAS Autumn, the lark to his mate his fond tale 
Warbled ſweet in the thyme-ſcented grove, 

While thro' quivering leaves in ſweet cadence the gale 
A ſymphony whiſtled to love; 


Their bills often met, of their truth each dar'd vouch, 
And Philomel breath'd am'rous vows ; - 

When globules of lead flew at man's baneful touch, 
And the feather'd fair robb'd of her ſpouſe. 


E My 
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My Phillis, whom chance brought to view the dire ſcens, 
Saw the poor little trifler depart; , 

Heav'd a ſigh—with its ſad widow'd mate did complain, 
Grief alike ſat enthron'd in each heart: 


Her charms, which no pencil could picture before, 
To my view now more lovely appear; 

For the bright orb of beauty e' en ſaints muſt adore, 
When impearPd by Humanity's tear. 


— ——— — 


ANACREONTIC. 


CROWN me, Bacchus, with thy Vine, 


Myrtle with the Grape entwine, 
Let Roſes *twixt the foliage blow, 
To decorate Anacreon's brow; 
Let me drain the Goblet dry, 


Dill it ſparkle in mine eye; 


If its purple hue you'd trace, 
View it glowing in my face. 


Cupid, let thy bow be ſtrung, 


Still Anacreon's gay and young ; 
Still the eye-lid barbed dart 
Wings its errand to his heart; 
Still his ſoft his melting ſoul 
Cheerful yields to Love's controul : 


oy, 


== 


Boy, to glad the jocund ſcene, -- 
Bring me Beauty's dazzling Queen, 
Beauty, whoſe all conqu'ring charm 
Can Apathy's chill boſom warm. 
Let, in tuneful amorous train, 

Mirth and Muſic fill the train; 
Breathe in lively ſportive lay, 

That Anacreon's ever gay: 

Let Bacchus' praiſes ſwell the bn, 
« Ever gay and ever young: 

Let combin'd ſuch joys unite, | . 
To give Anacreon true delight: 

Let him taſte exalted bliſs, .  - - 
The melting touch, the humid kiſs, 
The rapt'rous beam from beauty's ex... 
The wily nod, the wiſhing ſigh, | 

The panting boſom (ſhall confeſs _ 
More than volumes can expreſs): _ 
Oh! let no care-born wretch deſtroy 
This wild delirium of j)) 
Pleas'd, I bend to Beauty's ſhrine, 
The luxury of love be mine; 
Care and her canker'd crew retreat, 
At diſtance let the mongrels wait; 
Thee, grim tyrant, I defy, 

Old Anacreon ne'er will die; 

His hours on ſportive pinions move, 
One gay continued round of love. 
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THE LITTLE BLIND BEGGAR BOY: 
4 PATHETIO BALLAD. * 1 


NEAR the jaws of a * OF in whoſe diſmal gloom 
Diſeaſe fat by Penury's fide, 
And the culprit with terror broods over his doom, 
A child of diftreſs ſadly ſigh'd: * 
Adown his wan cheeks ſlowly trickled a tear, 
Bereft was his boſom of joy, 
And, „Alas! Iam driven almoſt to deſpair !” 
Cry'd the poor little blind Beggar Boy. 


My Father, whoſe labour provided each 121. 
« And to poverty oft gave relief, 
In yon cell ĩs confin'd by hearts harder than ſteel, 
« And my Mother's the victim of grief: | 
« My infant companions, who late were my e ; 
No longer endearments employ, | 


And the miſery, light-hearted Pleaſure derides | 


« Of the poor beds bling Beggar Boy. 


* 


* The debt, which, alas] a falſe friend caus'd him owe, 
« Robb'd my parent of liberty's ſweẽts; | 
« Each moment he breathes is-embitter'd by woe, 
“For nought but unkindneſs he meets: 
Each ſlender refreſhment's from Charity's ſtore, 
Or famine his ſpan would deſtroy; 


& And, alas! that kind hand which reliev'd is no more !” 


 Cry'd the poor little blind Beggar Boy. 


Thus 


( 29 ) 


Thus mournful he pleaded, when, ſudden as thought, 
This newys near depri vd im of breath, 
« That his Sire was a corſe Nis worn ſpirit had fought 
« For peaes in the boſom of Yeath:* © 70 + © 
He ruſh'd (for affection each ſenſe did inſpire) | 
To his cell, every means to employ * 
To revive him, and, claſp?4in'the arms of his fire, © 
Died the poor little blind Beggar Boy. ore 398 4 
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T HE DEATH OF 1 LE FEVRE: 


I BALLAD. . 
(FROM'STERMNE. ) 


THROUGH night's ſable veil ſhone the bright bears 
of day, 3 (h & 
And matins were warbled on each wks foraps 
When pale with diſeaſe, almoſt gaſping for breath, _ -- 
The woe-worn Le Fevre prepar'd to meet n 


Attention was ſei d by Philanthropy's $ moan, 

And a Cherub's ſigh ſtole from, the breaſt of nis ſons | 

« I faint!””—eries the Sire, while urbanity's eye 
Brighten'd up, as he ſwore By Fa he * diet” 


(The oath W to Heaven' 8 high chancery fed, - 
By a tear from the orb of an Angel was hid) 
Or expir'd, left the hope it had faintly in view, 


The death of Le Fevre ſhould prove was untrue.) 
Natur: 
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Nature ſeem'd now exhauſted with fever he burns. | 
The film quits his eye then again quick returns, 
His pulſe lowly beats the death-watch ticks his nell; 
He gaz'd on his Boy, a thep figh'd ey 1 


Ye fwains hs adore Senſibility's Wan 
Round his tomb the fair chaplet of Pity entwingz 
Vet let not his relict of aid be bereft, f 
But nouriſh the N that Virtue has . 
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THE POOR MARINER; 


A BALLAD. 


TIE wind whiſtled ſhrilly, chill rain down was ſtreaming 
From a dank cell where Phœbus ne'er darted à beam in; 
Worn out with great aps; preſs'd with Hunger and grief, 
A ſad fon of Neptune crawl'd forth for relief! 

« Give relief, oh I give relief 

« Oh give! relief to a Lie Mariner!“ 


Me ne bep'd as the affluent paſs'd hin, 
The poor mite benevolent Charity'd caſt him! 
While from his dim eyes; hid by darkneſs? thick veil, | 
The big tear guſh'd forth while he told bis ſad tale. 

« Give relief; oh! give relief! 


* Oh give relief to a poor Mariner! 
« When 


(4) 


« When Hawke and Boſcawen rode Lords of the Ocean, 
The foes of my King have felt this arm's motion: 
This hand graſp'd a ſword, dealt death to GauPs reſiſtancez 
« Tho? now, feebly, thus extended for affiſtance. 

« Give relief, oh! give relief! 

4 Oh give relief wg jor Mariner! 


« Theſe eyes oft” have ares tak N 
« Have {parkled with joy at the ſignal of glory; . |; 
Have ſeen Britain's flag to conqueſt aſpire— Us 
« Tho'——now, loft in pere pere y 
« Give relief, oh | give relief! —© | 
Oh give relief to a poor Mariner!!! 


« My life's been expos'd in defence of our laws, 
«Pye bled at each vein to ſupport Freedom's cauſe: 
« The billows of danger have ſtemm'd without dread, - 
Rut faintly J ſtruggle, now, beg for my bread.— 
« Give relief, oh!] give relief! 
« Oh ies rr = ! 


Aſſiſt me!” -e faig, _ ak quivering hag, . 
In accents moſt piteous on the veteranꝰs tongue; 
When the grim King of Terrors his ſuff rings regarded, 
And ſnatch'd him from hence to where Virtue's rewarded, 
Death gave relief—'twas Death gave relief— 
Death gave relief to the poor Mariner. 


WOUNDED 
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WOUNDED FRIENDSHIP: | * 
700 PATHE TIC BALLAD. | 


IT of feeling won't Bs no mn than my ſhare, 
Yet humanity bleeds when a friend is diſtreſs'd, 
Who inſorrow's fad moment made Friendſhip his care, 
And bade the bright ſunſhine of Hope cheer my ben 
When law's iron hand on by cruelty led, 
In a darkſome abode mie diſgracefully penn d, 
A ſchool-mate, whom pity inſpir'd, thither ſtray'd, ' 
Gave me freedom, and prov'd himſelf truty a Friend. 
RecolleRion reveal'd, that in youth's early hour 
My faviour he'd been ; when with billows at ftrife 
I was whul'd down the eddy, and aid did implore, 
He plung'd in, and, riſking his own, ſav'd my life. 
Again, when a ruffian, who infamy bray'd, 
And dar'd 'gainſt humanity's dictates offend, 
His murderous weapon had rais'd—-me he ſav d; 
And gratitude warm'd my full heart to my friend, 


_... 2 F 
But, Pelican like, the fair, generous mind 


Feeds the ſuppliant brood with its own vital ſtream 


My friend to the wretched had oft” prov'd ſo kind, 
Liberality made his fair proſpects a dream: 


2 Haggard 


(wn ) 
Haggard Riin approact'd, with it's heart-rending pains, 
O'er the ſtraw I had quitted his form did extend: 
| few to conſole him—but, lacking the means, 
Dropt à tear: but, alas ! could not ſpeak to my friend. 
5 IV. a 
[ read all the workings of paſſion and grief, | 
The juſt indignation that flaſh'd from his eye ! 
His boſom was burſting -a tear gave relief 
And the ſtab of ingratitude forc'd a deep figh! 
That misfortune ſuch worth ſhould ſo harſhly affail—" 


But who *gainſt the will of ſtern Fate dare contend? - 
He droop'd—but I'Il over his doom draw a veil, 


For my heart ſure will break when I think on my friend, 
OCCASIONAL ADDRESS: 
SPOKEN BY MR, CUBIT, 


AT THE OPENING OF THE ROYAL CIRCUS, 
EASTER MONDAY 2795, 


Tux Stoic's plan is futile, which requires 
Our wants ſupply'd, by lopping our deſires : 
As well with this vague ſcheme might you amuſe, 
Cut off your feet, *twill ſavethe price of ſhoes ; 
As well might we, thus courting public favour, 
To gain your plaudits lop off all endeavour ; 

; E The 
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( 34 ) | 
The thought we ſpurn, be it our conſtant MP1 7 F vi 2 
By aſſiduity to ſtamp a name; | np 
(Your approbation points the road to 3 
Straining each nerve in light amuſement's cauſe, , 
*M reap that golden —_— your applauſe ! 


3 is the balm which Hope's kind aid Ede, 
To lighten grief, or mitigate our woes; 
To raiſe deſponding merit, baniſh fear, 


And from the trembler wipe the falling tear; 


To diffidence inſpire its dread beguile, 
And doubt extinguiſh with a cheering ſmile, 


That taſk be yours, my co-mates, with ſome dread, | 
Depute me here their willing cauſe to plead ; 


Your fiat muſt their future fates controul, | 
For here our chief © has garner'd up his ſoul :” 
Anxious to pleaſe, his throbbing heart beats high, F 
By you depreſs'd, or ſwell'd to extaſy : | F 
Then bid the phantom Fear, at once depart, \ 
And Rapture revel in his anxious heart; \ 
From you, ye fair, who gayly circling ſit, þ 
The galaxy of beauty, and of wit ; 
To you. gay goddeſſes, who lofty tow'r, 
And urge the laughing gods to cry encore: = 
Deck'd in your beſt, diſplay'd your rings and lockets, P 
“Hearts fill'd with love, with apples cramm'd your pockets, Y 
To critic man, no warm appeal we need, L 
He'll ſure applaud, if Beauty takes the lead, $1 


. 


(ww) 
And in the fair, complacent ſmiles we view, 
Plealure's unpleafing if unfelt by you. "SiS 


OCCASIONAL 


' DESCRIPTIVE ADDRESS, 
SPOKEN IN THE CHARACTER OF PEEPING TOM 


AT THE THEATRE PORTSMOUTH), 


BY MR. T. COLLINS, 1793. 


FROM Coventry, where, to the window fly creeping, 
Id lik'd, by the maſs ! to've paid dear for my peeping; 
To Portſmouth I've poſted, ſpruce, pleaſant, and clever, 
And as curious and prying, Maud tells me, as ever 

From maritime folks, and a maritime town, | 

My requeſt is a ſmile (for I ne' er lov'd a frown), 

While my own curious hobby, I taylor-like mount, . 

And my rambles around, to amuſe you, recount. 


Firſt and foremoſt, ſweet Ladies, thro* Portſmouth and 
Pye done nought but gaze at ſome ſweet pretty woman 
You've a cargo of Angels here, all muſt agree, 

Like ſo many Venuſes ſprung from the ſea; 

duch faſhion ! ſuch elegance] all ſo well grac'd; 

$0 ſtyliſh, ſuch plenty of—=no, there's ne wailt ; 
E 2 | In 
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In High Street, and low, every place I paſs'd 
Good-humour I met, and had brauty in views. : 
I was pleas'd much with Portſea; and Maud likes ble 
Like me tis improving, ſhe ſays, very faſt. 
Next to Spithead I fteer'd, where I ſaw ſuch a ſight, 
It made my gay heart jig it warm with delight : 
*T was the bulwark of Britain, which fought to ſome tune, 
And ſhatter'd the grand fleet of Gallia laſt June; 
Engliſh tars are the boys for't, they will rule the main, 
Let them meet and they'll drub em again and again! 
Into Portſmouth a few pepper'd firſt-rates they'll tow; 
We've a taking way with us, and let them know Howe ! 
Here I quaffd cans of grog, bold as fam'd Alexander, 
And drank to them all, and their noble commander. 
A ſailor I ax't, a good tight honeſt fellow, 
Who'd fight like a Mars, and Jike Bacchus get mellow, 
Suppoſing three wiſhes you had, faid I, Booze, | 
| Now tell us, my hearty, the three things you'd chuſe. 
Why, ſays Jack, firſt of all, and his quid round he twirl'd, 
I'd have all the Brandy there is in the world; 
What next? All the Bacoo the lubbers ſhould hand me. 
Your laſt >=Why, T'll tell you, I'd have, zounds ! mon 
Brandy 
I got muz among em the ſhip did fo rock hard, 
And landing blind drunk, I muſt needs fee the Dock-yard, 
J can't tell how 'twas, as you well may ſuppoſe, i 
Whether paleneſs of face, or the patch on my noſe, 
Caus'd by Crazy's curs'd claws, or the drop in my head, | 


But they call'd me a ghoſt (I was nation afraid!) 
Ghoſt of Poor Jack the Painter juſt rais d from the 


dead 6 
Thinks 


= ©. 

Thinks I, this is ftrange ! Maud the mayor's love withſtood; 
But Tom become Ghoſt, ſhelf prefer fleſh and blood! 
So I e&'en took my leave, ſteering quiet and civil, 
But they, unpolite, bid me ſteer to the Devil: 
I'd but one objection, I ſaid, which you'll ſmile at, 
I ſhould never get there unleſs they'd find a pilot. 
The Gun Wharf I view'd and their forty-eight pounders, 
Their mortars and bombs, which lays folks flat as flounders! 
But with weapons of iron or ſteel I neꝰ er meddle, 
Since my finger I prick'd tꝰ other day with my needle. , 
Next to Goſport (Mill curious) Lover muſt get; 
It was curious enough for we all overſet: 
The wherry, odd rot it] becauſe I was in it, 
Was run down, and upſet, in juſt half a minute: 
Odzooks ! ſuch curs'd ſqualling *mong little and big 
Miſs had loſt her new muß and mama her old wig / 
Old Jorum's noſe hiſs'd as out tumbled his pelt: 
As for me, lud ha* mercy ! I'd near loſt myſelf. 
Yet ſomehow a friend in the ſculler I found, 
Who hinted that ſome folks wa'n't born to be drown'd ! 
So puffing and blowing, ſans wigs, caps, and hats, 
We were landed at laſt, like a crew of drown'd rats; 
There I ſmok'd, laugh'd, and gigled, and ſwallow'd my toaſt, 
Neatneſs, loyalty, mirth and good-humour's their boaſt ; 
I'd juſt dried my feathers and crawl'd from my neſt, 
When, would you believe it, I'd nearly been preſt; 
But I freely avow'd that I wa'n't for their plan, 
Preſs a taylor, good Lord! the ninth part of a man 
Id a precious time of it, you'll own, in one day, 
So to make a night of it, I've popp't to the play; 1 

7 Where 
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Where I found as I enter'd droll faces and faſhions, 
And a bit of a crowd form'd of three dilterent nations. 


« Ubbubboo!” bawl'd outPat, filence there wid your 2 
< Tf you ſtay outſide prating, you'll never get in; 
« Be azcy you taef there, I don't like that ſnatch, 
« Och hone! but I've runs out I've juſt loſt my watch,” * 


& Deel dom ye, be IN cries 8 ye ken, 
« An you've loſt it, your beſt way's to find it again.“ 


« Avaſt ! room for Sal there—crowd canvas, my hearty, 


Let us come along-ſide that tight brig of our party; 


“ You ſhall ſwim lads in grog—a good cargo, yeo ho 
« We've juſt ta*en a good looking mounſeer in tow : 


Damme! handfuls of ſhiners, come ſhipmates be clever, 


« Old England's beſt bulwark, the Navy for ever !” 
May the laurel be ours, ſoon may enmities ceaſe, 
And the clangor of war yield to permanent peace.“ 


I follow'd Jack Spritſail, a vacancy ſeiz'd, 
And was happy to ſee every friend here well pleas'd : 
May I here meet them often, but, trifling apart, 
Tis gratitude now gives a glow to my heart, 
As its language I neꝰ er could in fancy- terms dreſs, 
My feelings muſt utter what words can't expreſs. 


THE 
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PRINCE AND Hts CONSORT 1 FOR EVER! 


. BALLAD. 
SUNG BY MR. HAYMES,” 


At the Frogmore Fite at Frogmore Lodge, in | Honour. of the 
Nuptials of their Royal Highneſſes the Prince ond 
Princeſs. of Wales, i in June 1795. 


THE MUSIC- BY, MR. SHIELD. ; 1 
e 
LET wine, roſy wine, ſwell the Bacchanal's ſong; 
The ſoldier breath conqueſt and arms; 
In praiſe of his Phillis, the poet, ding dong, 
Dream of rapture, of tranſport, and charms ; 
On friendſhip, affection, good-humour, or love, 
Each bard as he wills raiſe his throne ; 
Tho' mounting no Pegaſus, boldly I've ſtrove 
To blend greater merit in one: 
While with loyal companions I circle the bowl, 
Let this be our lay's.beſt endeavour, 


To furniſh a ſtrain, will delight every ſoul ; 
Here's the Prince and his Conſort for ever ! 


II. 


Hymen's torch, bids Exiſtence more tranſparent ſhine, 
How ſweet thoſe endearments muſt prove, 

Which give willing ſouls a ſenſation divine, 
And brighten the pure flame of love: 
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Sweet the joy which from friendſhip's ſoft converſe will flow, 
To ſmooth the curv'd wrinkles of care, 
But Beauty's, more potent, can mitigate woe, 
And foften to tranſport, deſpair. 
Then while with companions, &c. 
Servility hence! all thy fawnings are vain, 
Adulation avaunt with thy crew; - 


A mind above meanneſs your arts will diſdain, 


And the ſymbol of truth keep in view. 
In her fair page tis written, record it above, 
Where Detraction's dark ſting is unknown; 
That Friendſhip, Affection, Good-humour, and Love, 
W orth and Virtue, are now link'd in one. 
Then while with companions, &. 
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THE. 
INSOLVENT. DEBTOR, H 
A PATHETIC NARRATIVE, 


Ta weld 


FOUNDED ON FACTS. 


Tur quality of Mercy is not ſtrain'd ; 3 

It droppeth as the gentle rain from Heav'n 

Upon the place beneath. It is twice bleſs d ; 

It bleſſeth him that gives, and him that takes. 

"Tis mightieſt in the mightieſt ; it becomes 

The throned Monarch better than his crown: 
His ſceptre ſhews the force of temp'ral pow r, 
The attribute to awe and majeſty, | 
Wherein doth fit the dread and fear of Kings: 2 »— 
But Mercy is above the ſceptred ſway ; | 
It is enthroned in the heart of Kings; | 
It is an attribute to God himſelf; | . 
And earthly power doth then ſhew likeſt God's, 
When Mercy ſeaſons Juſtice. | 

We do pray for Mercy | ä 
And that ſame prayer doth teach us all to render | 2 L 
The deeds of Mercy. 


SHAXSPEARE. 
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HAIL, Liberty! celeſtial goddeſs, hail ! 
Thy native beauties, let the lyre reſound, 

Bleſt with thy ſmiles we manly pride inhale, 
Thy roſeate charms deal dignity around. 


7 Hail, 
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Hail, Liberty ! immortal bloom thy wreathe, 
Parent of health, and every ſocial tye, 

Contentment hangs upon thy balmy breath, 
Good-humour wantons in thine ample eye! 


For thee, what chiefs have fell! what heroes bled ! 
The Briton's glory, ſtimulus to fame 

Let me be number'd with the mould'ring dead 
Whene'er I ceaſe to venerate thy name. 


Hail, Liberty ! in purity array'd ! 
Unſullied by licentiouſneſs thy reign : 

Hail, genuine Freedom ! boldly rear thine head, 
And bid gaunt Anarchy meet proud diſdain. 


Vainly let proud Ambition dare aſſail, 
Thy ſtem ſhall flouriſh *till times lateſt Hour: 

Like the tough Oak enrich its native vale, 
Unwarp'd by Faction and unwrung by power. 


Poſſeſt of thee, I fortune dare deride, 
Care and her canker'd crew can ne'er moleſt ; 
Thy conſcious preſence ſwells with honeſt pride 
Th' expanding heart that glows within my breaſt. 


Free as the air, I hie me o'er the mead, 
The village cot, or ſpacious ſtreet explore; 
Light (as thyſelf) high o'er the mountain tread, 
Or halt to bait me at ſome ale-houſe door. 
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No law-fed minion dare my march moleft, 
No ruffian bailif ſtop me on my way— 
But pity bids me ſigh for the diſtreſt, 
Who to confinement are a lingering prey. 


Yon priſon rais'd to penn the culprit wretch, 
Whom hunger hurried on to rob for bread, 
Views, on damp ſtraw, the honeft debtor ſtretch, 
To all ſenſations, but to ſorrow, dead !! 


Unfeeling creditor !' whoe'er thou art, 
Be to the precincts of his dungeon led, 

And, if diſtreſs can ſoften thine hard heart, 
View but the wretch: thy cruelty hath made. 


Can the ſtraw-pallet, or the hardeſt fare, 

The woe-worn viſage, the tear ſwollen eye, 
The wretch impriſon'd, e'er thy loſs repair? 

His ſtock's misfortune! all his wealth, a ſigh! 


Law | pow'rful law ! by wiſdom was defign'd 
| To aid the fallen, ſuccour the diſtreſt; 
The mutual friend, protector of mankind :— 

Why then is honeſt Penury oppreſt ? 


"Tis not, I ween, law will itſelf debaſe ! 
But nobleſt plans are ſubject to abuſe ; 

And tho' no wretch its ſtatutes dare eraſe, 
He may pervert them to a baneful uſe. 
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Law, boaſts its pillars upright, liberal, great! 
Abilities enhanc'd by virtues rare ! 2 
Who villany hurl headlong from its ſeat, 
And ſuffering merit make their ſpecial care. 


Wiſdom the code hath ſanction'd with applauſe ; 
May its true ſpirit laſtingly endure 

Nor Mercy fleep, when Pity pleads the cauſe 
Of humble worth, or the meek, ſuppliant poor. 


How ſhould he feel; whoſe eye has ne'er explor d 


Where miſery ſickens, and where grief reſides ? 
Where meagre Want, that ſpectre moſt abhorr'd | 
In ſhivering ſtate the winter's blaſt derides. 


How ſhould he feel, whoſe ſoul abſorb'd in gain, 


To Mammon gives his hour, his day, his year, 


Who never liſten'd to Compaſſion's ſtrain, 
Or own'd the luxury of Pity's tear. 


Let others in fatyric ſtrain aſſail, 
« To awe the guilty or appal the free? 
My humble muſe recites an humble tale, 
The ſad reverſe of bliſs and Miſery. - 


Henry of honeſt ruſtics was the pride, 


Each village neighbour did his worth commend ; "ab 


His ſoul to ſocial virtue was allied, 
The tender huſband, father, and the friend. 


If 
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If mild humanity the breaſt can wm 

With genial feeling, indigence to eaſe ; ? 
If open manlineſs can have a charm, 4 
Or affability's ſweet ſmile-can pleaſe; * l 


If fond affection (doatingly return'd), 
Unmeaſur'd kindneſs, ſweet A 
If e'er diſintereſtedneſs adorn'd 
A village ſwain, that village ſwain was he: 


Oft have I ſeen him round the ſocial board 
To lining friendſhip jocund mirth impart; ; 

Hilarity his converſe did afford, J 
When Britain's nut-brown vintage warm'd the heart. 


Oft have I ſeen him with his comely bride, 
And neat-clad infants, fair as driven ſnow ! 

With fond-like prattle in domeſtic pride, 
Gaze, till the tear of joy would overflow 


While the pleas'd cherubs clung around his knee, 
Sharing the happy kiſs, the fond embrace! 


His mind a Heaven none more bleſs'd than he * 


Joy in his heart, health glowing in his face. 


New thatch'd his cottage, healthy was his flock, 
Sleek Dobbin proudly bore his maſter's load ; 

Awaken'd by the ſhrill attuning cock, | 

His ſturdy team, tow'rds market took the road. 
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« Induftry fertiliz'd his little farm, | 
Which the rich acres bounteouſly repaid; 

His peat-fire nook the traveller would warm, 

Who, cold, benighted to his hamlet ſtray'd. 


No trembling pauper e'er his aid requir'd, 

And went unſuccour'd from his friendly door ; 
To heal diftreſs was all that he deſir'd, 

And ſhare his little to relieve the poor. 


Neat was his garden, fancy paints the ſpot 
Where vine-encircled he has quafft his ale; 
Yon arbor'd tripod, held the froth-crown'd pot, 


While the burnt weed curl'd to the circling gale. 


Relax'd from labour, with a friend in chat, 
The ſummer's evening thus would he beguile 
While on the neighbouring turf his children fat ; 
And at their infant pranks his Sue would ſmile. 


Smooth glided life—the morning, noon, and eve 


In ſocial comfort were ſerenely ſpent; 


| Refreſhing ſlumbers did the night deceive, 


And Induſtry was ſweeten'd by Content. 


His ſervants like their maſter eke were gay, 
They cheerly labour'd, it was ſportive toil ; 
The ſturdy ploughman whi/tled through the day, 
And met at eve his Sally at the ſtile. | 


« 
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The laughing hind attun'd his morning ſong, 8 
Or puff'd ſalubrious from his ebon clay; 

Pleas'd Æther perfum'd as he trudg'd along, 
Or whiſtling pip'd a ruſtic roundelay. 


The ſhepherd boy upon 'the healthy moor 
Attentive watch'd his raddled fleecy breed, 

Patted his fawning comrade o'er and o'er, 
Sighing, © Poor dog ! alack, thy father's dead. 


« Maſter lov'd Cæſar, fo indeed did I, 
« He was ſo gentle, ſuch a foe to ſtrife! 

I've ſhar'd full oft my meal with him—for why ? 
« Czfar once kindly ſav'd poor Cudden's life. 
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1 0 
« I loſt my way, the foggy miſt, unkind, | ; | 
« Sadly deceiv'd; a river deep was near, ; | 
And ſtumbling tipſey-like or beggar blind, 1 
«I tumbled in and met but ſorry cheer. 
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« But Cæſar was more watchful far than I, 
And diving, ſeiz'd me, hurried down the ſtream; 
| © Then, dripping, on a primroſe bank hard bye 
* Awak'd me from my ſad unwelcome dream. 


— 


—U— Wwe woods 


« The morn I loſt him, I ſhall ne'er forget, 
He was fo playful, and fo full of ſport, 

The tricks I'd taught him oft did he repeat, 
And little dreamt his life would be fo ſhort. 
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« A furly monſter, ſearching to deſtroy 
« The harmleſs tenants of the boundleſs air, 

« Damp'd in an inſtant mine and Czfar's joy; 
Thou of ſuch wretches honeſt Watch beware. 


« The monſter & damn'd him,” then with paſſion warm, 
« Shot—and my dog fell wounded at his feet 
rn” 
« To me he crawl d—affift me! ſeem'd to "IE 
« Tt was too late the means that I applied 


« To ſtop his oozing blood; a while he lay— 
Loołk'd in my face—then lick'd my hand and died.” 


Thus prated oft the boy, a ſtarting tear 
With a back-hand would careleſs wipe away, 
“ Thou ſhalt live coſely, Watch, ſo never fear ;* 
Patted his back, then troll'd a ruſtic lay. 


Of diſtant ocean Henry had a view, 
Where the tall bark ploughs thro? the yeſty wave, 


And hardy ſeamen, to their duty true, 
The various changes of the ſeaſon brave. 


When the rough tempeſt froth*d the angry main, 
And hidd rocks pierc'd the wreck'd veſlel's fide, 


To fave ſinking, danger he'd diſdain ; 
Oft ſnatfh'd from death, and nouriſhment ſupplied. 


Philantropy 


PF 


(49). 
Philanthropy ſo warm'd his genial ſoul 
To all who aſk'd, his aid would he extend; 


Tars mix'd with ruſtics o'er the friendly bowl, 
Oft hail'd the pauper's and the ſeaman's friend. 


Smart were his maidens, modeſt was their mein, 
Harmony dwelt his humble roof beneath: 

On Sabbath day at church his houſehold ſeen, 
All learnt to live ſo as to ſmile at death. 


View if in palaces ſuch meed ye trace, | 
Where low ambition in rich garb has ſhone : _ 
Pride, hide with crimſon robe thy bloated face! 
Pomp! lordly pomp ! by homely worth's outdone! 
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Such was the tenant of thoſe well-till'd meads, 
Such were his joys, and ſuch his envied fate ; 
But lo! diſdainful o'er yon hillock treads 
His ſurly landlord impiouſly great. 
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Black is his viſage, emblem of his heart! 
A baſe- born wretch who merit ſcans with ire! 
Who ne'er could joy receive, or joy impart; 
Meanneſs his mother, ignorance his fire. 


Grown great and wealthy by uſurious means, 
With generous feeling can he well diſpenſe ; 
From thoughtleſs youth a golden harveſt gleans, 

Cunning by him, is term'd ſuperior ſenſe. 


G Domeſtic 
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Domeſtic happineſs he never knew, 


To wound the wretched was the bliſs he IT 
And e'en among his own black-hearted crew, 
He lives alike deſpiſing and defpis'd. 


Round to his tenants ſoon as dawn'd the day, 
With caitiff ſteward, image of himſelf ! 

Stalk'd he for rent—if rent they could not pay, 
Their little all was ſeiz d to ſwell his pelf. 


Nothing avail'd their pleadings, or their- tears, 
The widow and the children's prayers were vain, 

Or palſied grandfire filver'd o'er with years; ö 
His iron heart was callous to their pain. 

Reptile reflect] thy impious hand forbear ! t 
From the grim tyrant's graſp thy gold can't fave, © 

When Death ſhall cloſe thine eyes, no friendly tear, 1 
But the poor's curſe attends thee to the grave. 

Six jocund years revoly'd thus in delight; j* 
But who can ward *gainft dire misfortune's ſtroke? 2 

The faireſt fruit oft feels the withering blight, 
And the big thunder ſplits the ſturdieſt oak. 

Vainly we hope to hail joy's lating reign, T 
In life's curv'd journey thorny paths we meet: In 


Want will intrude while villains are call'd men, 
And artleſs worth is ſubject to deceit. 
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A ſpecious wretch, who friendſhip's garb aſſum'd, 
Uſher'd Misfortune with her ghaſtly train, 
Into his cottage z happineſs was doom d, 
To wander thence, and meekneſs to complain. 


Deep read in all the petty quirks of Law, 
Practitioner in all its thriving wiles, 

A client culprit he could fave by flaw, 
Or villain-like catch virtue in the toils. 


He ſaw him bleſt, and envying his lot, 
Reſolv d a quantum of his means to ſhare : 

A ſmall diſpute happ'd at a neighbour's cot, 
(To widen breaches was the monſter's care) ; 


He proffer'd aid; diſputes more violent grew, 
Talk'd much of juſtice, juſtice has a name 

The ſpark once lighted to a blaze he blew, 
And the whole village felt diſſention's flame. 


| What did avail who gain'd or loſt his cauſe, - 
By each the dark proceedings muſt be paid ; 

Bluſh, wretch ! who thus dar'ſt blaſt our wholeſome laws! 
Is barter'd juſtice made a venal trade ? 


The ſocial tie *twixt neighbour was diſsaly'd, | 
O'er many a mile his rapine did extend: 

In Law's dark lab'rinth Henry was involy'd-- 
But then, tis true, he ow'd it to a friend, 
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Hard preſs'd by avarice for that curs'd ore 
For which advent'rers ſacrifice their health; 


He neighbours tried, but they, alas! were poor; 
No ſordid commerce had he form'd with wealth. 


His landlord ſternly urg'd his harſh demand, 
Vainly for lenity did he implore— 

When his betray'r, with ſeeming open hand, 
Heal'd preſent ills to plunge him into more. 


The rent was paid—law fil'd its item'd bill, 


Which from advice that damn'd, enormous ſwell'd, 
Ruin approach'd—the minion haunts him ſtill; 


And madd'ning thought to miſery impell'd. 


The year now waining had with ſparing hand 
It's golden produce niggardly ſupplied; 

The tyrant waters had o'erflow'd the land, 
His flock was ſickly and his cattle died. 


Gigantic ſoon his dire misfortunes grew, 


Calamity inceſſant on him prey'd ; 
His houſe was plunder'd by a ruffian crew, 
And on the couch of pain his wife was laid. 


Peace from his boſom fled, Hope *gan depart, 


His future fortune fill'd with thouſand fears, 


He view'd his children with an aching heart, 


And bath'd his Conſort's cheek with trickling tears. 


Sleep, 
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Sleep, balmy ſleep his moiſten'd pillow flies, 
He figh'd, and anguiſh hung upon his breath; 
If with his woes worn out—he clos'd his eyes, 
In ſlumb' ring dread he dreams of chains and death. 


” ———— 


— — 


— 2 — 
—_— ” 


| 


— — ” 
— 


— — 
— we 
— — 
— —˙· wi 2 


Then ſtarting from his couch like one inſane, | 
(While with prophetic dread the ſchreech- OI "TRY 

He quits his home, once ſweet contentment's fane, 
Stretching in rapid ſtride his trembling limbs. 
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Approaching morn her dimmeſt glimmerings gave, 


And flitting ſnow the mountains gan to bleach, 1 
The froſt-nipp'd winds were huſh'd, the ſullen wave 15 
In proud diſdain ſcarce laſh'd the ſhelly beach. 64 
Chill was the drizzly air, and biting keen, 1 | 
Numb'd filence held her folemn awful reign, ! F h | 
When woe-revolving with dejected mein — 14 | 
Slowly he ſtalk'd acroſs the trackleſs plain. 10 | 
The pale-clad earth th' impreſſive tear receiv d, | | | 
And echo number'd every paſſing ſigh, 1 
Diſtracting grief in every geſture liv'd, 1 
Horror roll'd ghaſtly in His haggard eye. 14 
« Ah! woe is me!” the ſhivering ſpectre cried, _— 10 | 
« Where ſhall I wander ? where ſhall I comfort find ? | | 
By death?“ he paus'd—< Religion be my guide 14 
< $elf-murder hence —attack the guilty mind ! Fil 
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654) 
« What tho' the threat'ning creditor preſume 
« To rob me of the deareſt gift I prize, 


cc My liberty—T'll calmly meet my doom, 
* Hope's lynx-like eye {ball ſtray to gentler ſkies,” 


Thus he exclaim'd, when from the copſe anigh 
Ruſh'd ruffian- like a catch-pole and his crew; 
Law's black banditti did their prey eſpy, 
On their ſnar'd fly, the venom'd ſpiders flew. 


With coarſe reproach, unfeeling as their trade, 
And bitter taunts they hurried him along ; 

Unmanly wretches | meanly did upbraid, 
His laviſh bounty to a beggar throng. 


His ſquander'd ſtore, his pity miſapply'd, 

Which unreſtrain'd no longer they'd let roam; 
Men of the world meek Charity deride 

"The charity of law begins at home. 


In vain he begg'd permiſſion to return 
With low-bred pride their impious boſoms ſwell | | 


is fad requeſt was ridicul'd with ſcorn, 


And he denied to bid his wife farewell. 


They rudely forc'd him thence, to be immur d 
Where wretches—vain the wealthy's aid implore, 
And ſoon—(to fights of miſery innur'd) 
The ſullen keeper barr'd the grated door, 


( 5s ) 

Mid wretchedneſs he eaſt his eyes around, 

His preſent ſtock ſcarce paid the priſon fees; 
Nought but the features of diſtreſs he found, 
Where long confinement nurtur'd pale diſeaſe. 


Where honeſt penury had her abode, - 
Where *gainſt an ingrate indignation burn'd ; 
Where the once gay, in tears their limits trod, 
And thoughtleſsneſs and folly were inurn'd. 


Traffic's unfortunates, all woe begone |! 
The pale artificer in piteous plight ! 
The humble curate, learning's abject ſon ! 
The widow lacking means to give her mite. 


View yon ſtarv'd infant, and its tatter'd fire, _ 
Gainſt chill December coldly bearing u; 
Yon wretch by ſtealth gulping down liquid fire, 

To drown reflection in the maddening cup. 
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View yon extravagant! whoſe ſquand'ring hand, 
Scatter'd its thouſands hat does't now avail ? - 

Neglected—friendleſs—ſee him ſhivering ſtand, 
And pity o'er his faults will draw a vel). 
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See yonder ſkeleton! enwrapt in thought! 
Surrounding objects meet not his regard: 

Once in his country's cauſe he bravely fought ! 
Bled for his king Can this be his reward? - / 
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( 56 ) 


Ah no! his Sovereign knows not what he feels, 
His ſufferings ne'er aſſail the Royal ear; 

Or ſuccour, ſure, wauld bleſs his peaceful dreams, 
Beneficence forbid the ftarting tear, 


Look at yon rough-hewn tar! the proudeſt foe, 7 
The blackeſt tempeſt did he careleſs brave bes | 
Shipwreck, and all its variegated woe; 
Eſcap'd from theſe—confinement digs his grave!!] / 


Hark to that ſcream ! yon frantic female view! 
Rending her tatter'd weeds—her flowing hair {——— 
Her priſon'd love to ſelf-deftrution flew, y 

And fell the horrid victim of deſpair. 


Henry, diſtracted] haſten'd to his cell, 

Strictly his loathſome chamber claim'd that name, 
In anguiſh on the flinty pavement fell, 

And gainſt deceit did bitterly exclaim. 


Rav'd © of his wife—his ſervants—his hard lo. 
« His farm negleted—children uncareſs d: 
The bitter tidings reach'd his humble cot, 
And plung'd a dagger in his Suſan's breaſt. 


Sickneſs and pain attendants long had been, 
Her weakly frame more chearing news requir'd > 7 
Grief breath'd the tale, death ſhorten'd the dire ſcene; 
Bleſſing her children, lamb- like ſhe expir'd. 


Nor 


691 


Nor heard her mate! till in her coffin'd ſhroud 
That Death from his embrace ſweet Sue had torn; 
When ſlowly follow'd by a weeping croud, ITN 
She by ſad ſwains to her cold grave was borne. 


With the dread news his children did approach, 
A faithful ſervant pointed out the place— 
Sudden he ſtarted from his flinty couch 
And read the diſmal ſtory in each face, 


« What, is The gone ! my fond, my faithful Sue! 
« Pity for me has pierc'd her to the quick; 
Not one laſt look !—one pitying adieu l 


They mournful ſhook their heads but could not ſpeak; 


« Grief has untimely pluck'd the beauteous flow'r; 
« Hope's ray is vaniſh'd - each fair proſpect flies 
© Yet why repine Heaven in a happy hour 
« Wafts her fair ſpirit to its kindred ſkies, 


Death ſoon will heal the anguiſh I endure— 

« My innocents !—who'll aid to them impart 
* Ah! where is the phyſician that can cure 

A mind diſtracted, and a broken heart!“ 


With wild delirium gaz'd he then around 

The pitying Muſe no farther can proceed 
is death-bell knolls !—Hark to its ſolemn ſound ! 
Fate has the period of his woes decreed | ! | 
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( 58 ) 


He is no more !—his little orphans left 
To all their parents worth and woes allied! 


Shall ſuffering Virtue's ſons be thus bereft, 
And lack a friend, protector, or a guide? 


Ye thoughtleſs affluent, who, wrapt in ſtate, 
Ne'er feel for woes which can't obſtruct your way, 
Think, many have, met impriſon'd Henry's fate, 
Many like Sufan died to grief a prey. 


Too many have felt Law's baneful fretch of pow'r, 
And fed, in vain, on Hope for Mercy's aid; 
Many in want have linger'd out their hour, 


Entomb'd in Jail, *till number'd with the dead. 


Mok a, to thee the Muſe inſcribes her lays, 
May thy kind efforts give meek Mercy birth! 

He ſure demands the Muſe's warmeſt praiſe 
Who pleads the cauſe of indigence and worth. 


Oh, may that Power ! who can the wrong'd redreſs, 
Dry the moiſt orbit, dimm'd by ruthleſs grief, 
With ſpeedy aid the pale Inſolvent blets, 

And give to ſuffering Honefly relief 
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Faxcv's playful pinions waving, 
Through the mind diſporting flies; 

Sorrow's tears the pale cheek laving, 
With Hope's lucid ray ſhe dries. 


Supine on abſent Friendſhip dreaming, 
Fancy comfort will impart, 

In her orbits Pleaſure beaming, 
Wings Joy's errand to the heart. 


Gay the boſom Fancy bleſſes, 
Happy where ſhe ſmiling reigns; 

Fetter'd Love her power confelles, 
Reaſon's ſelf ſhe binds in chains, 
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IRISH SONG. Mz. Jouxsroxk. 
' Compoſed by Reeve, 
1, : 
OF a great well known family near Tipperary, 
Who trotted a pole or who ſhoulder'd a hod, 
] was ſprung, and ſo thinking the proſpect to vary, 
Left my old ancient anceſtors, home, and the ſod, 
I'd a twiſt of the brogue I determin'd to alter, 
And ſpeak native Engliſh jonteelly of courſe; 


If bred up a foreigner why ſhould J falter, 
'Tho? born in a ſtable a man an't a horſe, 


II. 


To be hir'd for a footman I'd fix'd it completely, 
To a great man vhò hated a tight Iriſh lad, 

And would not keep a ſervant but talk'd Engliſh neatly, 
If the devil a one upon earth could be had; | 


4 What are you ?”—ſays he: Why an Engliſhman, 


honey”? 
Where born ?”*—«< Why in Ireland, my jewel, of courſe.” 
{© That can't be.” — It can, Sir, I'll bett any money 
« Tho? born in a ſtable a man an't a horſe. ” 


III. 
He gabb'd, and he chatter'd his cockneyſhire blarney, 
Bade me and my brogue to the devil go roam: 
Says I, & if Bow bell was the lake of Killarney, 
The devil a cokney would he born at home:“ 


Cries 


(6 645 )' 
Cries he, © you pronounce neither one thing nor bother. 
Says I, © I've a tongue ſure, for better for worſe 3” 
'Bout pronuncification then why make a bother, 
Tho” born in a ſtable a man an't a horſe, 


IV. 


At laſt all the Inn-keepers, where-e'er I enter*d, 

Bawl'd, & Put down the potatoes,” by way of diſgrace; 
Where the devil, thinks I, can their knowledge be centred, 
By my ſoul they muſt ſee I've the brogue on my face. 

So tho? I talk Engliſh fo native and eaſy, - © 
My plump Iriſh features betray me of courſe, 

Yet I've prov'd to your faces as neat as a daiſy, 
Tho? born in a ſtable a man ar t a horſe 
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As briſk and as merry a fellow, . 4 
As ever cou'd hand, reef, and ſteeerr 7 
I on ſhore with my meſſmates get mellow, | | 
| | 
A ſtave | 
| 
| 
, 
_ | 
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( 62) 
1 A ſtave I can troul, glibly patter, 
ES My timbers are all heart of oak, 


And, zounds ! let what will be the matter, 
I'm call'd a tight hand at a joke. 


1 With my fal, lal, lal, &c. 

4 = * 

} 0 On the maſt-head, a- top of his napper 

2 Ned Nimble once whirl'd round and round; : 
28 Dar'd I for to try the ſame caper, 

4 Cauſe why, I wa'n't born to be drown'd : 

We I was capſiz'd *twas, nonſenſe to grumble, 

4 The rigging my fall kindly broke; 

# So I ax'd him to try the ſame tumble 

E No, damme, ſays he, you're in joke. | 
5 Wich my fal, lal, lal, &c. 

3 232 

; Off times, I remember, in action 


Quite cool, tho? the battle ſeem'd warm, 
3 Juſt by way now of ſelf- ſatisfaction, 
TY And meaning and thinking no harm; 
5 7 Along-ſide the foe hard a-plying, 
Our poppers ſo prettily ſpoke, 
4 We wing'd *em before they were flying, 
5 + And, damme, they grinn'd at the joke, 
5 With my fal, lal, lal, &c. 


IV. I've 


( 63 } 


. IV, 


I've heard cannons roar, thunder rattle, 
Stemm'd the ſurge in a cockle-ſhell boat, 

When misforttn or ſich like gave battle, 
Kept always good humour a- float; 

In a ſnug birth at home how we ſwig it, 
My meſſmates and Poll I provoke, 

To laugh, quaff, to caper and jigg it, 
Be alive *till we die with the joke. 

With my fal, lal, lal, &c. 


— — — — — 
8 ROUNDELAY. 


Ma. W1LLIAMES, MR. JoRNs TONE, MR. WATHEN, 
AND MRS. MounTain, 


Compoſed by Reeve. 
MR. WILLIAMEsS. 


NOW the ſunſhine of mirth beams refulgent and gay, 
And illumines with pleaſure the village and grove ; 
Your voices attune, and let this be the lay, 
The triumph of Hymen, of Virtue and Love, 


Chorus, 


Yet bolder the train, let its peal rend the ſky, 
Our Prince and his Conſort the lay will approve ; 
For our warm grateful hearts can't their tribute deny, 


To George and to Caroline, Virtue and Love. 


4 — — — a 
8 — — —— 
— . 


2 


——— 


- — 
— — . — — —-—¾— 


— — 
— — 


- — rr et — —— 
_ —_ — — — — — 
— - - __ — — 


— — 
— 


— 
— 


——— — 


1 


— 
PSS EDS; <A 
— — — — 


. — — 
— — — — 


| by ( 64 ) 


MR. JOHNSTONE, 
May pinions of pleaſure his princeſs waft o'er, 
The joys of endearing affection to prove; 
While Loyalty welcomes the maid to our ſhore, 
And the plaudit of Britons greet Virtue and Love. 
Chorus, Yet, &c. 


W 
r 


MR. WATHEN. 


Tho? born far from town, and but plain in my way, 
Vet, ſomehow or other, I've ardently ſtrove 
Like others the feelings I boaſt to diſplay, 
. And throw in my mite to greet Virtue and Love. 
* | Chorus, Yet, &c. 
I MRS. MOUNTAIN. 
K : Then breathe the ſoft flute, let the hautboy be gay, 
The lyre in bold ſtrains of delight ſweetly move; 
Your voices attune, and let this be the lay, 


; i The triumph of Hymen, of Virtue and Love. 

$3 Chorus, Yet, &c 

& HR 
T2 IRISH SONG. Ma. Jonxsroxx. 
. 17 

' , "= 

N | The Mufic by Reeve, 

F Ws | 


: You may talk about drinking your claret and whiſky, 
15 A jolly companion may term, a meer toper 

| 1 Since a ſup of the creature firſt render'd me friſky, 

f F Bad luck to my glaſs ! but I ne'er could keep ſober. 
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Let it be where it might, 
By ſunſhine or moon- light, 
So cleverly pleaſant the taping time paſt z . 
That to riſe up from table, 
I never was able, 
Till tipſey, the bottle came round ſo faſt, 


II. 


When I pleaſantly breath'd in the land of potatoes, 
Quite jblly, ane day, I determin'd ſo neatly 
To keep myſelf ſober, among the ſweet creatures ; 
So roſe, juſt before I was knock'd up completely. 
But on bidding good bye, 
Juſt to wet Yother- eye, 
Dough-a-duros, a drink at the door I muſt taſte; 
They found me complying 
And tipſey the bottle came round fo faft. 


III. 


At a ſnug monthly club, where we always met weekly, 
They white-waſh'd the wall all red over with bruſhes, 
Becaſe *twas obſery'd by myſelf moſt obliquely, 
Our features look faireſt when covered with bluſhes: 
Here we talk and we drink, 
And leave others to think; 
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Oh the brave jolly moments I with them have paſt! 
And tho? quite a full table, 
To riſe am unable, 

Till tipſey ; the bottle came round fo faſt, 


IV. 


One day in my cups, I was merrily rowing, 
A friend took my part, ſays he, © Pat, why you're tipſey? 
* Arrah ! where have you been, now, and where are you 
going? | 
« You've dined out—drank hard, and quite non ſe ipſe 12 
Says I, © prating elf 
No, I dined by myſelf, 
« The way to keep ſober I've plann'd out at -laſt; 
« But to riſe up from table a 
« Till drunk I wa'n't able, 
« Becaſe ſtill the bottle came round ſo faſt.” 


THE WELCH QUACK, 
4 COMIC SONG; 
Sung by Mr. Williames. 


I'M nick-nam'd Quack by every prig, 
Whoſe ſenſe or nonſenſe borders; 
Without diploma, cane, or wig, 
I cures the worſt diſorders: 


655 


The Gout, Sciatica, or Stone, 100 242 
Vour Fevers, Ague, Phthiſic z 
The Byle, Conſumption, every one 
Yields to all-healing Phyſic: 
On Reſtoratives I'm quite intent; 
Each Patient's ills diſcover, ig 
Lord ! if Folks die, tis Accident, 
Tis Chance, if they recover. 
Spoke, A great chance indeed, I keep fo contianally 
trying their Conſtitutions, if they have any 
With cupping, drenching, couching, clyſter, 
Emetic, bleeding, ſweating, bliſter, 
Diet, bolus, doſe, or pill. 
Ye potion, lotion makers! 
Like you I'm oft, with all my kill 
A friend to Undertakers, 


| | "if 
I patient-viſiting eſſay'd, 
One who in dangerous way was, 
When laſt I call'd (oh death to trade!) 
My dying man at play was! 
« My preſcription's done't, ſays I, © now teak 
« You follow'd it—l knew it.” 
“ No! if J had, I'd broke my neck, 
“For I out of the window threw it, 
* Avaunt—throw phyſic to the dogs 
(Fine food for grim Death's laughter), 
Jour recipe, you firſt of rogues ; 
= « You ſoon ſhall bundle after !” 


I 2 Spoke, 
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much an ounce, Mr. Gallipot; for if you do, 
you ſhall-ſwallow them yourſelf, and puzzle all 
Warwick Lane to tell what diforder er of; 
ſo no more Of- | 

« Your cupping,” &c. 

He prov'd himſelf, tho? lacking ſkill, 

No friend to undertakers 


III. 


To Guttle's next I ſped in hafte, 
Whoſe Girl a ſtingy faint is! 
He choak'd was at a city feaſt, 
And died brimful of dainties : 
My bill I ſhew'd ma'am in a crack, 
Ax't payment—"twould not do, Sir: 
* Lord, if you had your bottles back,” 
Says ſhe, © you'd be no loſer!“ 
She vow'd I'd — him; ſhould repent, 
To poiſon fuch a lover ! 
Lord, if folks die, *tis Accident, 
*Tis Chance, if they recover 


Spoke. If T had my bottles back ! what an 2 


woman; ſhe thinks nothing of my great expence, 
for Corks, Pack-thread, and Paper, beſides all 
My cupping, &c. « 


( & ) 


NOTHING BUT A PLACE: 


4 COMIC SONG. 
SUNG BY MR. WATHEN. 
Compoſed by Reeve. 
I FELL out with my Feyther bout ſomething or other, 
He gave me a douſe, call'd me quarrelſome Elf! 
So I bade 'un good bye, and without any pother 
Com'd plump up to London to better 1 95 ; 
For tho? pipe and tabor, 
Oft cheer*d-after labor, 
When riggs we were running Dad run ſuch arace! 
So to make matters eaſy, - 
Why, thinks I, an't pleaſe ye, 
I wants but juſt nothing, that's only a place. 


H. 5 
So I met with a friend when I reach'd Lotdon'cityy 
And ax't him his ſarvice moſt kindly to grant; 
Cod ! he told me my journey was nought but a pity, »\/7 
In town ſcarce a body but had the ſame want. 
Phyſicians, ſays he, Sir, 
Want Patients and Fees, Sir; 
The Patient wants health, limb, and plump ruddy face. 
Your Great Folks, I've read it, 
Want honor, and credit; 
And Patriots, ſomething next door to a place ! 
III. Look 
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III. FX 
Look at vertiſements filling the front of the papers; 
Plague take em] ſuch wants as are ſcarce to be borne ! 
Young heirs at the death of their dads, to cup capers ; 
The wife to wear weeds, and the huſband to mourn. 
Old Ladies, young fellows, 
And reaſon, the jealous ; 
Tho? truly their Dames are oft wanting of grace: 
The Courtier, plain-dealing ; | 
The Church-warden, feeling ; 
And open-mouth'd Senators bawl for a place. 


=. - 
Cod! it ſeem'd all fo queer I wur all in a flurry, 
Their wonderful wants quite me comical ſtruck; 
For, adds he, Undertakers want bodies to bury, 
Rogues pockets to pick; Gamblers, © OI to pluck, 
So I tipp'd off my noggin, | 
Then homeward came joggin; 
For certain I there ſhould have got in diſgrace: 
For I found out, od rot it! 
Thoſe who hadn't got it, 
Would go to the devil to get em a place. 


( 1] 


FINALE. 
Compoſed by Shield. 
MR. WILLIAMES. 
Happy we, 
Rejoic'd' to ſee, 
Friends here in a merry vein; 
Let gay mirth, 
To joy give birth, 
Gratitude too ſwell the ftrain. 
Chorus. Happy we, &c. 


MR. JOHNSTONE. 
Modeſt maid, 

Let none upbraid, 
Downcaſt eyes, with language rude; 
Thy warm heart 

Would thanks impart, 
But by feeling 'tis ſubdu'd : 
Heav'n- born virtue, Gratitude. 
Chorus. Happy we, &c. 


MRS. MOUNTAIN. 


Dulcet lays, 
The voice eſſays, 

Should a Viſp to pleaſe invite; 
Bids us ſtrive, 
Endeavour live, 

Inclination too unite, 

To pleaſe our patrons true delight! 

Chorus. Happy we, &c. 
4 


MR, 


T i 


MR. WATHEN. 

To beguile, 

The ſprightly ſmile, 

Cauſe Mirth dimple ev'ry cheek, . 
Joke and ſong, 
Your ſtay, prolong, 

Approbation to beſpeak, 

Is the glad reward we ſeek. 

Chorus. Happy we, &c. 


bf MR. BANNISTER AND MR. CAULFIELD, 
* b Some aver, ö 
= . That to err, 
* Oft is mix d with man's deſign; 
Fs, | Should diſpraiſe, 
* Attend our lays, 
Mortals oft to err incline, 
But to pardon is divine. 
Chorus, Happy we, &c. 
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SONGS 
IT TIA FOR THE _ 
READINGS AND MUSIC, 
AT FREEMASONS' HAEL, 1795. 
REMEMBER. JACK ; 
A 884 BALLAD, 
_ SUNG BY 1 
Compoſed by Reeve, 
FE 
When fearce a handpike'high, 


Death with old dad made free ; 
So what does I do me I, 
But I pikes it of to ſea'; 
Says I to ſweet-heart Poll, 
« If ever I come back; 
& We'll laugh and ſing, Tol de rol-lol; 
If not, remember Jack.” 


II. 


I'd fortin ſmooth and rough, 
The wind would chop and veer, . 
Hard knocks I nab'd enough, 
On board a privateer: 
K 


Propt 
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Propt with a wooden peg, 

Poll I thought would bid me pack, 
So was forc'd, d'ye ſee, to beg, 

And *twas © Pray remember Jack !” 


III. 


I ax't as folks hove by, 

And ſhew'd my wooden pin, 
Young girls would ſometimes ſigh, 
And gaping lubbers grin: 

In vain I'd often bawl, 
My hopes were ta'en aback, 
And my ſhare of coppers ſmall, 
To © Pray remember Jack.” 


IV. 


One day my lockers bare, 
And toggs all tatter'd grown, 
I twigg'd a pinnance fair, 
Well rigg'd, a bearing down: 
*T was Poll, ſhe look'd fo ſpruce; 
“ What! thus,“ ſaid ſhe, «© come back!“ 
My tongue forgot its ufe, 
And pray remember Jack. 


V. 


What matters much to prate, 
She'd ſhiners ſav'd a few, 
Soon I became her mate, 
Wa'n't Poll a ſweet-heart true? 


Then 


A 

Then a friend I'd fary'd before, 
From a long voyage trips back, 

Shar'd with I his gold galore, 
For he well remember'd Jack. 


VI. 


So tho'f I loſt my leg, 
It ſeem'd to fortin mend, 
And was forc'd, d'ye ſee, to beg, 
J gain'd a wife and friend. 
Here's the King, Old England, Poll! 
My ſhipmate juſt come back; 
Then laugh and fing tol de rol lol, 
And pray remember Jack. 


OLD BEN BOWLING: 


A FAVORITE SEA SONG. 


SUNG BY MR. INCLEDON. 
Compoſed by Reeve. 
I. 


K 2 


As brave a commander as breath'd was Ben Bowling, 
Each mariner did him revere; 


He ſmil'd at a ſtorm when rough tempeſts were howling, 
Yet dropp'd for diſtreſs the big tear. 


When 
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In merriment time gayly paſty 
Three bottles were crack'd, and he nam'd her * 


And ſwore he'd ſtick by till the laſt. 


a II. 
From the Downs when ſhe ſail'd all was pleaſant and clever) 
She ſcudded ſo ſwift fore the gale z 
But to look for continuance of joy we muſt never, 
A ſtorm ſoon did Molly affail: 
Old Bowling toil'd hard, bawl'd out“ Lads ne'er be 
“ frighted, 
«© Tho? whirlwinds have ſhiver'd the maſt, 
To work my tight hearts—tofs the can — ſee ſhe's righted 
« And her I'Il ſtick by till the laſt.” 
II. | 
The winds were ſubſiding, the ſtorm near was over, 
And Bowling ſtill chearing his crew, 
To refit his dear Moll with the zeal of a lover, 
When an enemy's fail hove in view; 
Her cannon prochaim'd her a firſt- rate like thunder 
She pour'd in her broadſides, fo faſt— 
Reſiſtance was vain—and, almoſt torn aſunder, 
Moll ſunk—Ben ſtuck by to the laſt. 


IV. 
Pity caus'd in the breaſt of the foe ſame emotion, 
They reſolute flew Ben to fave; 
On board of their boat haul'd the tar from the ocean. 
Thus ſnatch'd from a watery, grave— 


e 


He ſeem' d quite abſorb'd in a fix d melancholy, 
Exclaim'd « Every comfort is paſt! 

« Hope's founder'd, I'll fink with my good ſhip the Molly 
« Farewell,” cry'd, and then breath'd his laft, 


— —— — 
THE WAITER: 


A COMIC SONG. 


SUNG BY MR. FAWCETT. 


Compoſed by Reeve. 


Ar the very beſt of houſes, where the beſt of people dine, 
And the very beſt of eatables they cater, | 
Give the very beſt of ſpirits, and decant the beſt wine, 
I attends as a very merry Waiter : 
I a table-cloth can ſpread, 
Neat decant my White and Red, 
Manage matters to a charm, 
And, with napkin under arm, 
Can a ſkin-flint, or jolly fellow tell, 
Know whether they'll come down, 
Gold, a Tiſſey, or a Crown; 
So I treats em, as I find em, ill or well; 
And when noiſy, roaring,. drumming, 
Tingling, gingling, L cries coming. 
4 Spoke, 
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Spoke. Going in, ma'am ! coming up, Sir Dann the bells! 
they're all ringing at once 


Fm a coming, coming, coming, coming, coming, 
II. 

In their very merry meetings, why I always likes to ſhare; 
A whole bottle's ſometimes broke, then I ſnack it; 

In that I'm quite at home, ſo it travels you know where, 
Sally Chambermaid and I flyly crack it; 

She a little fortune's made, 
Juſt by making warm a bed; 
90 I thinks it not amiſs, 
Now and then to ſnatch a kiſs; 
For you know likes Sally very well: 
So hob-nobbing as we chat, 
Looking loving and all that, 
In our ears they're ever ringing ſuch a peal; 
Miſſus, maids, all bawling, drumming, 
Tingling, gingling, I cries coming. 

Spoke. John, Devil ſome biſcuits, and take *em up to the 
Angel. Tom, you take care of No. 2, I ſhall take care 
of No. 1. myſelf, — | 

Coming, &c. 


III. 


A Snipe there once was order'd, ſuch an article we'd not, 
Yet to diſappoint a cuſtomer unwilling ; | 
A Plover was ſerv'd up, the Gemman ſwore no bill 't had got; 
Says I, ſwallow it, I'Il ſoon bring the bill in. 
Thus I jokes and gayly talk, 


While poor maſter jokes with chalk, 4 


(79) 


And will, jingling glaſſes, drink, 
While I jingle in the chink, 
Cod! be breaks, and I buy in, who can tell 
Sally, Miſſus then is made, 
Up to every farvant's trade; 
We are fartain, ſure, your Honors, to do well. 
Briſk and buſy, no hum-drumming, 
Tingling, gingling, I cries coming. 
Spoke. James, take care of No. 4, and ſee that Sam Celler- 
man ſends up prick'd bottles; they” rea ſhabby ſet, and 
we may never ſee them again. Mrs. Napkin ſhew my 


Devil. He's going there himſelf, __ he knows the way 
very well.— . 


Coming, &c. 
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SONGS 
nter FROM TRE ENTERTAINMENT Of 

MIRTH'S MUSEUM; 
On, THE COUNTRY CLUB: 


— | FEAFORMED AT ryr | | 

1 LYCEUM IN THE STRAND, 

N f — — 

7 THE LAVENDER GIRL ; 

55 4 BALLAD. 

= suv BY MRS, REEVE, 

a. Compoſed by Rave, 

: | \ Y HENE'ER I view the opening dawn, 

136 And ruddy ſtreaks bepaint the ſky ; 

0 Fe ; And birds their flight wing o'er the lawn, 

| F 0 To gather flow'rs or herbs I fly: 
1 4 Primroſes, cowſlips, marj'ram ſweet; 

1 The daiſy pied, the ſnow-drop fair; 

| | 15 And cry em through each lane and ſtreet: 

1 4 But now my cry's “ Sweet Lavender: 

[ 1 « Four bunches a penny, ſweet lavender ! 

; HY « Four bunches a penny.” 

; II. My 
14 
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rn 
My dad and mammy, both, no mare! 
By my own labour muſt I lives 
But heaven's manna feeds the poor, 
And orphans oft it's aid receive. 
Primroſes, cowſlips, marj ram ſweet z 
The daiſy pied, the ſnow-drop fair; 
I cry them through each lane and ſtreet: 


But now my cry's & $weet n 
Four, &c, 


Ul. 
Oft pitying hearts to hear me hie, 


With thanks is ta'en the ſmalleſt aid: 


And gratitude calls forth a ſigh, 
From your poor little orphan maid. 
Primroſes, cowſlips, marj'ram ſweet ; - 
The daiſy pied, the ſnow-drop fair; 
I cry them through each lane and ſtreett 


But now my cty's © Sweet Lavender: 


Four, &c. 


GODDESS 


682) 
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L Fo GODDESS OF THE SILVER STREAM: 
1 - A BALLAD. © : 
I SUNG BY MR. GRAY. 

a Compoſed by Reeve, 

9 1 

3 NeaR where old Thames, i ; 
9 where old Thames, in ample tide, 
by. So pleaſantly is flowing; 

vo And wherries o'er it's boſom glide, 

„ And breezes ſoft are blowing; 
us A laſs reſides, of beauty rare 
1 The Muſe's fav'rite theme, 
3 For ſhe excels each ruſtic fair; 
. 1 Sweet Goddeſs of the Silver Stream ! 
"oa * 
"pr A boatman I, by lucky chance 

"770 One morn I row'd her over; 

TS So, gazing, ſtole a ſide-long glance, 

” And gaz'd myſelf her lover ! 

1 My feather'd oar forgot it's play, 
7 . So ſweet her eyes did beam, 
. # My boat it's burthen wiſh'd to ſtay, 
F Sweet Goddeſs of the Silver Stream |! 
3 III. 


Love ſoon gave language to her eyes, 
IN Like Doves we ſoon were billing 
3 A ſmile the pleaſing phraſe ſupplies, 

5 „To wed, dear lad, I'm willing !” 


I took the hint, to church we ſped, 
Our joys were not a dream 

A modeſt bluſh her cheeks o'erſpread, 
Sweet Goddeſs of the Silver Stream | 


IV.' 


And now as blithe as blithe can be, 
Or in our cot ſo cheery, 
She ſmiling ſits upon my knee, 
Or queens it in our wherry: 
No lot is ſure fo bleſt as mine! 
Tho' mortal man I ſeem, . 
Love bids me taſte a bliſs divine, 
Sweet Goddeſs of the Silver Stream! 


— ——— 
THE HUNTSMAN's RHAPSODY. 


SUNG BY MR. GRA. 
Compoſed by Reeve, 


I. 


Or horſes and hounds, who ſcud ſwift o'er the plain, 

Praiſe has oft wing'd it's notes to the ſky; 

While echoing horns haye repeated the ſtrain, 
And join'd in the Huntſman's full cry : 

My voice I'll attune then, the chace grace my ſong, 
For nought can compare to it's joys! s 

O'er mountain, thro? valley, we ſpank it along, 

With tantivy, tantivy, bark forward my boys! 
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e 90 Þh:u6> 03.0 | 
»Tis exerciſe ever gives health it's warm glow, . 
And yields to refreſhment a zeſt: 
How ſweetly to friendſhip the bottle will flow, 


When return'd, plenty welcomes each os. 
My voice, &c. 


III. 
Our hounds truly train'd, are of excellent breed, 
(Brother ſportſmen I'm yours while I've breath ) 
Our horſes are ne'er to be equall'd in ſpeed, 
And we always are in at the death, 
My voice, Nc. yy” 


. 


From the ſhades could old Nimrod, that hunter of old, 


Be permitted to view our domain, 
Our horſes, our hounds, and our Huntſmen ſo bold, 
He'd wiſh to paſs life o'er again, 
My voice, &c. 


MY 


( 8s ) 


MY JOURNEY IS LOVE: 

33. A BALLAD. y 
SUNG BY MR; GRAY. 
Compoſed by Reeve. 
; I. 7 
V HEN 1 was at home, as the lark I was gay, 
That warbles ſo wantonly wild in the ſpring : 

At the plough, or at thraſhing, I labour'd all day, 

Or when driving my team, how I'd whiſtle and ſing! 
Spruce Fan was my darling, a neat pretty maid; 
But the from our village unkindly did rove: 
So finding her gone, and my hopes all betray d, 
I be com*d up to Town, and my Fourney is Love, 


II, 


Over head I was fous'd in affection I vow, 
Nor morn, noon or night could a gay moment bring, 
At thraſhing, at driving the team or the plough, 
No more the blithe lay could I whiſtle or ſing; 
For Fan was my darling, a neat pretty maid, 
And ſhe from our village unkindly did rove; 
So finding her gone, and my hopes all betray'd, 
I 3e com'd up to Town, and my Journey is Love. 


III. 
She was kind to me once, aye, as kind as ſhe's fair; 
In her ears love-lorn ditties I'd frequently ding, 
Which ſhe would admire; and I vow and declare | 
She was plcas'd with the notes that I'd whiſtle and ſing. 
| Efeggs! 
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( 8 ) 
Efeggs! then I thought her my own pretty maid : 
But away from our village fair Fanny did rove; 
So finding her gone, and my hopes all betray'd, 
I be com'd up to Town, and my Journey is Love. 
I. 
But why ſhould I longer deſpair or complain; 

See, yonder ſhe trips ! the fair wand'rer I ſeek! .. __ 
She ſmiles—her ſweet features could neꝰer look diſdain, | 
And truth and affection her glances beſpeak ! 
Again ſhe's my darling, my own pretty maid, | | 

No more from our'village the trembler ſhall rove; 
But bleſt be the day her allurements betray'd, 
And brought me to Town, for my Fourney is Love. 
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INGRATITUDE, ox THE CAPTIVE: 
A PATHETIC BALLAD. 
SUNG BY MR. GRAY, 


Compoſed by Reeve, 
I. 


My tale is ſimple, fraught with woe, 
Oft interrupted by a tear, 

Which down my furrow'd cheek will flow; 
It's burthen, friendſhip inſincere: 

A friend, involv'd, requir'd my aid 
Can manly feeling be ſubdu'd?— 

His bondſman I by him betray'd— 


Impriſon'd, mourn Ingratitude ! 
II. My 


CF) 
IL 
My Anna's fate her looks foretold, 
When cruel bondage bade us part ; 
She, now, alas! is marble cold! 

And rent in twain my aching heart. 
Fortune once cheer'd me with her ſmile; 
Now, pent in priſon, griefs intrude 
I mourn—I ne'er ſuſpected guile, 

Or poiſon-fraught Ingratitude. 


| III. 

My tender infants, ah! forbear; : 

With horror is the image fraught; | 
Deſpair, diſtraction rages there 

Oblivious pow'rs! then baniſh thought. 
An abje& wretch, forgot, forlorn, 

Who pale Misfortune's ſpectre woo'd, 
Is ſummon'd to Death's peaceful bourn, 

The victim of Ingratitude. 


THE PRISONER RELEASED: 


A BALLAD. 


Ix a gloomy receſs, where the ſun's cheerful light 
But yielded a glimmering ray, 
On a pallet of ſtraw, diſmal, filent as night, 
A long-confin'd priſoner lay : 
His 
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His beard filver'd o'er by the labour of years, 
His cheeks wan with famine and care, | 

While adown the damp wall ſeem'd to pace mournful tears, 
In compaſſion, alas ! for his fare. 


Moments number'd by ſighs a whole age had he paſt ; 
And pour'd forth to fate oft a prayer, 

&« That each moment of miſery might prove his laſt, 
« For, alas! he had more than his ſhare,” 


Sometimes, he'd of former delights wildly rave ; 
But ſoon the dilirium retreats: 

Thus Time dragg'd, till Charity enter'd his cave, 
To purchaſe him Liberty's ſweets. 


Releas'd, he had now a new world to explore: 
Each ſtep brought paſs'd joys to his mind ; 

But the friends of his youth were diſpers'd, or—no more, 
And had ſcarce left a relic behind: 


His cot, where frugality once cheerful reign'd, 
Diſpenſing to poverty food, 

Was now quite a chaos, no token remain'd, ' 
To reveal where it formerly ſtood. 


Back he ſped to his priſon, revolving in thought, , 
How oft' Hope ſpeaks fair to deceive! 
Cry'd, & the world has no charms for an old man forgot 


« Me again to my priſon receive !” 
4 His 


(% | 
His boon, with a frown, the harſh keeper denies ſs | 1 
With anguiſh, of life fully tir dj, | | 
He turn'd up to Heav'n his tear-ſwoll'n eyes, = | 
Reclin'd, bow'd his head and—expir'd! 
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ANACREONTIC. 


PgrrhEk, boy, take hence the bowl, 
Love alone inſpires my foul; 

Wine adds fuel to the fire, 
And but maddens wild deſire: 

Hence then with the ample draught, 
Enough of nectar have I quaff d; 
Bring me Chloe, fly with ſpeed, 
Bring me Chloe in its ſtead ! 

Chloe, bounding, buxom maid 

, As ever trod the woodland glade ; 

As &er, by Phatbus? quivering beam, 
View'd her image in the ſtream. 

As cer, at the approach of morn, 
Shook the dew- drop from the thorn, 
As &'er the woods, the vallies rov'd, 
As ever ſigh'd—as ever loy'd! 


1 E' en now, in fancy, I eſpy 
The ſilken ſaſh, the rolling eye, 
t The arched brow, looſe flowing hair, 
1 In dalliance with her boſom fair; 
$ 
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The ruby lip where balmy bliſs is, 
Honey'd ſeat of burning kiſſes. 
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If the roſe· bud you would ſeek, 
See, tis damaſk'd on her cheek 
The May lily would you view, 
On her boſom trace it's hue ; 
Fragrance, and her thouſand ſweets, 
Her balmy melting breath emits : 
Look, like the approach of morn, 
Chloe trips it o'er the lawn; | _— 
. See, her ankle is diſplay'd, 
4 Hark! there's mukic in the tread. 


. 10 Come, meet nymph, my ſoul's on hs 
1 | To yon ſilent bow'r repair, 


; k i Form'd for joy, extatic bliſs ! 
bz The thrilling touch, the melting kiſs, 
b Honeyſuckle's ſweet perfume 


Scents the verdant furniſh'd room; 

Creeping tendrils of the vine, 

15 Round the little manſion twine; 

i! Cooling breezes there have ſped, D 
1 To play refreſhing o'er thy head: 90 

| Thither, Chloe, let us fl, 

Love, dear nymph, ſhould never die. 
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BALLAD. 
SUNG — MRS. 3 
AT THE ROYAL CIRCUS. 
The Muſic compoſed by Mr. Saunderſon. 
I. 


THE filmy-wing'd fly, deck d in colours fo gay, 
Sail'd proud down the ſtream in its ſilken array; 30 
To the river ſmart anglers their tackle would bring, 


Springs juvenile garb did the meadows adorn, .... 
When I and my Willy firſt met on the lawn; + 
He breath'd love and truth while I ſat on his knee, 
And ſure ne er were couple ſo happy as we. 


I. 


He courted me many and many a day, 

Thoꝰ affection repeated was all he could ſay; A 
That we lov'd one another moſt dearly, was plain, 
Yet, tho' needleſs, we ſaid ſo again and again. 
He talk'd about wedlock, he'd make me his own, © 
And a gold ring he purchas'd at next market er 
Hands and hearts to unĩte which were form'd to 
And ſure ne'er will be couple ſo happy 28 yt 


And the feather'd choir chanted the praiſes of Springs ;z 
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BALLAD. 


SUNG. BY. ME. DIGNUM. 


Ses to Muſic by Mr. Suet. 
I. 


THE eldeſt born of lovely Spring, 
Primroſes gay, were blowing ; 
The feather'd choir their matins ſing, 
And filver ſtreams were flowing; 
When trowſer'd Jack ſprang on the beach, 
Alert and ſpruce as any, | 
And eager flew, the cot to reach, 
Where dwelt his charming Fanny. 


II. 
Twelve tedious, moons he'd counted o'er, 
Now lively, now down-hearted, 
Since from his much lov'd native ſhore, 
And much lov'd girl, he'd parted; 
Had felt the dire Scirrocco blow, 
Seen ſtorms and battles many, 


Brav'd Death, who lays the hero low, . 
But ſpar'd him for his Fanny. 


III. He 


(93) 
III. 
He twid'd the pin — Who's there? ſhe cry d, 
In accents mildly winning ; 

By inſtin& threw her wheel aſide, 
And left to chance her ſpinning : 

« 'Tis I. Her lover's voice ſhe knew, 
'T was ſweeter far than any 

Like lightning to her arms he flew, 
And claſp'd his charming Fanny ! 


IV. 


True Love's perplex'd with hopes and fears, 
Oft” ruffled like the ocean; 

But ah! it's joys out- tell it's cares, 
And tranſient's the commotion ! 

Pale abſence proves of love the teſt, 
And falſe it renders many, 

But Time ne'er told which lov's the beſt, 


Her Jack or charming Fanny. 
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Brxrarn a lreding oak's boughs, 
Whoſe leaves were ruſtled by the gentle wind, 

And round whoſe aged bark the green moſs grows, 
The Village Bard was on his ſtaff reclin'd, - 


His ſullen eye was fix'd upon the earth ; 

Anger with crimſon hue his viſage paints; 
Diſguſt to ſour ſoliloquy gave birth; 

And thus, * he vented hs complaints; : 


« Why was I ſchool'd by a too partial r 

« Who fancied knowledge would not wealth os 
c Ah! why indulge my juvenile defire? 

« Why teach his offspring or to write or read? © ,, 


Inheritance, alas]! he could not give, 

« Save the bequeſt of a poor lonely Shed; 
& Where he was faſhion'd happily to live, 

« And I, the relic of his race, was bred. 


Toil ſhould my hands have harden'd in the glen ; 
« Mid clods I then had ſnatch'd unenvied Fame; 


« Induftrious labour have deſtroy'd my pen, 
« And I had known of numbers but the name. 


« Yet 


(9 ) 


« Yet I was bleſs'd; though homely was my fare: 
No anxious moment ever blurr'd my health; 
66 Frugality and. Study b baniſh'd care——— 
« A heart at eaſe is a whole ac 


« When birth- day APs holidays decreed, - - | ö 
« My pipe I tun'd amid the village 3 1 3 

% And though not fkilfully I touch'd the reed, 
The hamlet liſten'd to my ruſtic ſong. 


« When plaintively I breath'd a Tale of Love, 
« Or Colin's grief, or Daphne's proud diſdain; 
« Or deep deſpair, that-murmur'd through the grove, 
« A pearly drop bedew'd the melGng ſtrain. | - 


« Yet ſmall avail'd the plaudits I acquir'd, 

My hopes down Diſappointment's n 3 
© When 1 to Knowledge of Mankind"alpir'd;'-- + - 

4 found I kenn' d too little of the World. 


A Dome was rear'd my humble roof anigh, 
Which ſeem'd to luxury of life afford: 

The edifice I view'd with anxious eye, 
And ſomehow wiſh'd to ſerve it's afluent Lord, 


« Why crave a patronage from Pride to ſeek, 
« Contumely ?ll ever in it's train appear: 
* Was riches given to depreſs the meek ? 
And Power, to make the peaſant ſhed a tear? 


« Once 
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Once it's proud maſter aſæ d my humble lays; 
Though not ſublimely did my numbers ſoar z 

4 ”T'was on his birth-day feaſt to gather ptaiſe . 
“The theme, forgetfulneſs has made no more. 


ce Pleas'd, I conſented : thought, poor ſimple ſwain 
« To be employ'd by one of noble birth, 

« Would ſwell my praiſes o'er the diſtant plain 
* But power, alas! is ſeldom link'd to worth. 


« Fear that my verſes might not charm, depreſs'd, 
« Diſapprobation might have been their lot; 

« But they were plauded by each generous gueſt; 
« The gueſt departed—were the lays forgot. 


te Why ſhould the offic'd cur be not obey'd? 
« When ſuppliant V irtue begs at Grandeur's door, 
« Why ſhould not Hauteur's banners be diſplay'd? 
He ſcorn'd the verſes—for the bard was poor. 


« Slaves in abundance waited on his nod; 
& Such meanneſs ever let the bard diſown;) 
« They'd cringe and bow before their demi- god; 
« Tho? fiends had forg'd the pigmy tyrant's crown. 


« At awful diſtance Modeſty muſt wait ; 
« Be Impudence alone by mortals priz'd ; 
« For Ignorance is cheriſh'd by the great, 
And unaſſuming Merit is deſpis'd. 


„ With 


ith 
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« With loathing eye I view the ſculpturd dome; 


Thought Fortune worthleſfneſs regarded moſt; 


Then turn d once more towards my humble home, 
« My hopes all blighted, and hy vilhe ade 


Back to my cot Tu een —_ 


Where kind attention will my lays adom; 
« And ſweet content in aaure robe appear, 
And penury may dwell, unaw'd by ſcorn. 


« But let not rancour in my boſom grow, 
« With laſh of ſatyr let mie not aſſail; 

« Tf Pride but deigns to ſmooth his haughty brow, 
« Meek Poverty will ſoon forget to rail. 


< I will not wiſh him Vice's many fears, 
« Or Conſcience” pangs, Health's pleaſures to impair 
But as he journeys through the vale of years, 
« CompunQtion meet him, ere he hugs Deſpair.” 
„ w 


FoND youth, ah ! why forſake theſe arms? 

Why, bright renown to gain, T4 
Thy life thus riſk *mid War's alarms, 

And ſtem the boiſterous main ? 
Love ſurely had enfoxc'd thy ſtay, 

Had I been worth thy care ; 
Then had my round of life been gay, 

Now darken'd by deſpair, 
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Impell'd thee bid adieu; 

While my fraught heart, with thouſand w woes 
Inceſſant throb'd for you. 

Nor think, my love, ſhould'ſt thou thy breath 
Yield, *mid the falling brave, 
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She'd claſp thee in the grave. 
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PETER PINDAR. 
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. HUMBLY RECOMMEDING NO BAD SUBJEGT 
7 FOR HIS SATIRIC MUSE, 


SS On Peter! Peter ! bold pindaric Peter [ 
Thou God of verſe, thou paragon of metre ! 

| Dear, dear ſatyric elf! 

© To equal thre for ages may we roam, 

| Wait *till old Time trot poſt to his long home, 
1 Thou'rt far beyond paſt, preſent, and to come, 
Like only thy great ſelf II! 
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But glory call'd, and Albion's ſoes 


Thy Kate would backward ſhrink from death, 


Pocr 
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Poor Cloten's boaſt might well to thee attatch, 
« Acrowing Chanticleer that none can match.” 


The academic wights ſo felt thy laſh, 

That they blaſphem'd thy verſe, nay, term'd it traſh !” 
Whil'ſ on wing'd Pegaſus you rode 4 

Swore, © *twas. unkind, to ſwim their eyes in tears, 

« To make them kick, ſnort, wince, and ſhake their ears, 
« *Twas cruel (Peter) by the living God!“ 


Thus others, impious, I've heard thee upbraid, 
(Speaking of ways and means, 
Per which a poet wight, 
By dint of induſtry, not right, 
The ſtraggling ears of notice gleans), 
Poor-grov*lling envious wretches — Thus they*ve ſaid, 
« How did pindaric Peter ſnatch a name, 
« Plunge into note, and buffet on to fame ? 
« By ſatire pregnant with contortions dire, 
« His verſe perverted to a baneful uſe, 
« *T'was diſappointment gave poetic fire, 
« To ſour ſcurrility, and black abuſe. 


* Kicking up duſts in every neighbour's houſe ; 
Jo transform fleas, or eternize a louſe. 
Laureats, or monarchs, would the chap beſpatter: 
In moſt unſeemly faſhion ; | | 
« And thro? the nation, 
Make myriads think, the devil was matter, 
N 2 „Cutting 


— — 


2 


ABEL. 


"2 — 
— — — nur wa ==, > HE SG 


— l 


* 
— _ — 
. — — 


= và—2 


— 


OS — ͤ—— 
— 2 - - — 
N . 


ED ͤ—— WW 
— = — — 


—— —— 


— 
3 —ů — 


32 
A — Wr — * 


. . = 1 4 
r 
* if 3 ML. x 


» o# won et 


PFREnY VT ER =>" „ 
— — . . 


* 
7 3 * A 1 1 : . 
CO TIDES. a 4 -þ D 
. of — 5 . = x = % 
. » 4.9 ww 8 


y 
4 

7 
'E. 4 
- 
* 
4 
wy 
- 


iy 


"cr 


. 2 nl 
- * * » eld 


K 
1 * * 


* 1 pe 
. * 
a - 


2 ® © at "= 
5 oY oe EEE 


18 - oY 
JIE * > ws — AF F.. 
7 = * * - 
C — - — 3 2 
= - — 2 -- 


i > 
( wo Y) 
* Cutting like two edg'd ſword, with this ſame —_ 
A baneful, buſy creature P* 


There's for you, Miſter Peter! 
Thus they've ſaid: 
But 7, who thy majeſtic flights admire, 
| Have ſhook my head, 
And term'd it nought but ignorance and ire. 


Then the Reviewers—but, upon my ſoul, 
If mercenaries, / the rogues deſpiſe ! 
To turn-pike critic never paid I toll, 
Or gave a dinner for a feaſt of lies. 


Thou'ſt ſeen, perhaps, at fairs, the clown's delight, 
Where gaping youngſters view each wond”rous fight, 
A huge Glumdalca in majeſtic maze, 
Stalk the vaſt prodigy of vulgar gaze 
While on a ladder, perk'd up by her fide, 
Her pigmy lord mounts to ſalute his bride ! 
So *tis with me; 
Save, that I am not wedded to thy fame; 


Yet, painfully, | 
I mount the Muſes ladder (rather lame !) 
A pigmy Poet, to ſhake hands with thee ! 


I like thee Peter; con thee o'er and o'er, 
Mow down thy pages, a rich harveſt reap; 
Nor e' en diſcard thee, ſhould I chance to ſnore ; 
No, Peter's the companion of my ſleep: 


'ull 


101) 


Full of thy verſe ſublime, thy faſcinating themes, 


Thou'rt oftꝰ the idol hero of my dreams. 
Thus, bleſt with indolence and fav*rite food; 
Hogs grunt their plaudits, on the yielding mud. 


Thy amorous ſonnets much, too, I admire ! 
For 'gainlt the paſſion vainly have I ſtrove z 
Felt oft” the raging heat of Cupid's fire, | 
« And ſuffer'd much extremity from Love!” 


Think not I joke, I've no ſuch aim in view 
What, banter Peter!] ſpurn me if I do: 


Sooner ſhall contrarieties agree, | 

And Heaven- born Religion ceaſe to be; 

Sooner ſhall courtiers deem deceit a ſin, 

Secede from office when they might ſtay in; 
Sooner their pimps and toad-eaters diſcard, 
And give to modeſt merit due reward ; 

Moira, injuſtice ſooner ſhall defend, 

And ceaſe to prove the honeft debtor's friend; 
Sooner ſhall Counſel curſe the Common-pleas— 
Crim-con—divorces—trials—briefs and fees; 
Sooner ſhall Methodiſts forget their cant 

And tap-room patriots their noiſy rant; 
Sooner ſound ſenſe an audience engage, 

And paltry puns be baniſhed from the ſtage ; 
Sooner ſhall Erſkine's eloquence decline, 

And proffer'd mitres ſtagger a divine; 
Electioneering ceaſe to take it's bribe; 

And I to ſpurn the pettifogging tribe! 


Thanks, 
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Thanks, courteous Muſe! who kindly guid'ſt my pen. 4 
To wing its hatred *gainſt thoſe worſt of men. 
Who is it bars the grated priſon door, 


* 


f And fills our yawning dungeons with the poor? | 
5 Who is it ſteels the heart *gainſt Pity's plea ! 
1 Whoſe putrid ſoul's the ſink of infamy . 
7 The ſewer of vice—the reſervoir of crime ; 
The bane of former—curſe of preſent times! 
! A nuiſance—peſt—plague ! Tell me, if you can, N 
1 Law's pettifogging Minions, ſuch a man ? 
My eholer riſes at the very name, - 
May ſcorn and curſes blaſt the brood to fame! 

Apropos, Peter! no time can be better, 1 
Than this to ſpeak the purport of my letter: [ 

d 

[ I cannot boaſt that keenneſs in my rhyme, I 
| Thoſe ſoaring flights, thy genius does command ; F 
b Therefore, my deareſt Peter, if you've time, YZ 
| Let me entreat you take theſe rogues in hand : 1 
| Stripe them ſeverely, make 'em ſpin like tops, ſ 
' Till myriads quit their bondage-forging ſhops ! - 


; Deal out thy laſhes with no ſparing hand, 
But hunt theſe hordes of locuſts from the land: 


: Thine be the taſk—my weak attempt were vain, 
} The callous fiends would jeer my puerile ſtrain: 
: Thou, mighty Hercules, alone art able 

| To purify that rank, augean ſtable : 


** 
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To goad the Hydra - boldly to engage 
This prowling monſter (by the good accurs'd) ; 
War with the heart-deyourer inſtant wage, 
And make the many headed * bite the . 


Thine be the taſk—for mercy make * hk 
And cauſe thoſe groan, who ne'er knew how to feel. 


Arm'd in atyric mail. thy power they'll rue, 
Shrivell'd like their own parchment fore the fire, 

Thy damning proofs, ſhall bring their guilt to view, 
And bid the period of their reign nn 


— 


Do not opine, thou Aid-de-camp of Fame, 
In thus beſeeching, flattery's my aim 
No, never be it ſaid by foe or friend, 
I'd ſtoop to kiſs e en Pheebus? latter end: 
And he (that I'm his meaneſt ſub's my grief) 
Tho” thou'rt his champion, commands in chief; 
Then wage the war, quick rout the dazmon band, 
Receive the bleffings of A thankful land, 
And happy make 

Your Servant to command. 


BALLAD. 
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BALLAD, _ 
Composed by Mr. SHIED. 


SUNG BY MRS. CLENDINING 


In the Character of an 


ARABIAN DAMSEL. 
In THE PANTOMIME of MARLEQUIN'S TREASURE, 


L 


Mon-, jocund warblers waken day, 
In happy concert ſwells each throat; 
Reſponſive echo mocks the lay, 


Haſte to Albion's happy iſle, 
Baſk in beauty's cheering ſmile. 
Let no dull bodings Hope deſtroy, 
Life's purſuit is love and joy. 


"io 


If charm angelic you would ſeek 
Refulgent beaming from the eye, 
Hid in the dimple of a cheek, 
Or bluſhing in vermillion dye : 


it "265 h) 


Haſte to Albion's fertile iſle, - 
Baſk in beaut/s cheering mile, 
Life's pr e 


2 20 4 i977 


© a © 
* „ . 1 


The friendly ſuecour you ſupply 
My grateful tongue will oft” retell ; 

And from my boſom heave a ſigh, 
D 
Haſte to Albion fertile ile, mu 
Baſx in beauty's cherring ſmile, L bak 
Let no dall bodings Hope deſtroy, 
Life's purſait is love and ox. 
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TH DRUMMER: 


Fon pre 3 * 
4 0 BALLAD. iy 
SUNG BY MR8. DAVIS, 
| AT THE ROYAL CIRCUS, J 
| 11)! MOV enn * 11 | 
FM 25 eren Bf £715: * 
0 at > IV L zJ fr r if 
F WHEN; fearcely half a drumſtick high, 
b A chubby boy in camp I lay, 
14 


The trumpets? clang was my lullaby, 
And I chuckled at the tuneful fifer's play: 
The muſic I heard bold impreſſions made, 
And I lik'd.its ſtrains'as I older grew: -- 
And now I court each liſtening maid, 
With the merry little drummer's rat, tat, too! 


IL 


As each village through our rounds we beat, 
Or in quarters ſnug, or barracks lay, 
With the trumpets” clang the girls we treat, 
Or the tuneful fifer's roundelay. 
No fturdy clown ſhall our rights invade, 
Hey, damme ] fays I, fir, who are you? 
So I fweetly court each liſtening maid, 
With the merry little drummer's rat, tat, too 


r 2 


III. When 
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III. 3 | 
When dubb'd drum-majar, as, I'll be bound 
Ere long will hap, how I'll roll it away, 

While the trumpets? clang ſhall breathe n 

Or the tuneful fifer's royndelay 3; 
Dreſs'd, powder'd, and ſpruce, I'll mount parade, 

While the laſſes languiſh—Kate or Sue 
For I long have pleas'd each liſtening maid, _ | 

With the merry little drummer's rat, tat, too! 


* £1 
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SEA BALLAD. 


IN early youth to fear a ſtranger, 
Contemning indolence and eaſe, 
In Albion's caufe I courted danger, 
And vent'rous plough'd the ſtormy ſeas: 
I dreaded not the cannons” thunder, 
Let bullets range their wonted ſcope, 
Or tempeſts ſplit our bark aſunder, 
The Tar's ſheet-anchor {till is hope. 


The filver ſtream, with rapture ſwelling, 
Adown the channel proud we ſteer ; 

L paſs'd Eliza's humble dwelling, 
And as we paſs'd it, dropt a tear: 


O 2 She 
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She wav'd her hand, three cheers were given, 
Tho? bound afar, I ſcorn'd to droop, 
For moor'd in calm Contentment's haven, 


The Tar's ſheet-anchor ftill is hope. 

7 In hammock lull'd to ſleep, or weak; 

; The mid-watch come, or flung the bowl, — 
4 Or ſignal guns, diſtreſs beſpeaking, 

1 Implore for aid, while tempeſts howl : 

ö Or when the battles” heat is raging, 

j With force ſuperior Britons cape ; 

þ The mind to placid eaſe aſſuaging, 

/ The Tar's ſheet-anchor ſtill is hope. 

| SUNG BY MRS. ILIFF, 
AT THE ROYAL CIRCUS. 
{ THE modeſt Roſe, with bluſhes glowing, 
+ Opes it's perfum'd balmy breaſt ; 

f Rude winds its leafy covert blowing, 

Rock but ne'er diſturb its reſt. 

z "ol 
f | When Hope's downy wings ſurround me, 
: Opening joy they do impart, 
[: And tho' Diſtruſt may hover round me, 

: Love protects my conſtant heart. 
b 
| 

; 
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BO NG: 
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Tas en Baden tn Hes | 
With hoſtile power the world — 


Girds on his faulchion, nobly great, 
To die, or conquer in his country's cnn. 


Then brandifhes his ſpear and ſhield, 
While wond'ring nations ſmile applauſe, 
Nor till he gaſps in death, will yield, 
But 4 or ban: nee in his country's cauſe, 


May i attend our wan}: 
And glory ne'er to greet us 2 
The heart which Amor Patria warms, 
Will nobly conquer in its country's cauſe. 
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SUNG BY MRS. MOUNTAIN, 
. IN THE CHARACTER OF CUPID, 


In THz Orraa or ORPHEUS AND EURIDICE, 


AT Ths re GARDEN, . 
I r I 


FROM dimpled youth to wrinkled age, - 
The hero, monarch, and the ſage, 
My rights divine allow! Tor 
And own a throbbing, tickling ſmart, 
Which wantons in each mortal heart, 
When Cupid bends the bow. 


3 
The ruſtic ſwain, the village laſs, 
Who trip it lightly o'er the graſs, 
Oft feel they know not how; 
And fondly gaze and faintly ſigh, 
And ſhame-fac'd bluſh they know not why, 
When Cupid bends the bow, 


III. 


Great Jove, whom deities adore, 
Has often yielded to my power, 
And felt his boſom glow: 
E'en Pluto *gainſt me vainly ſtrove, 
He willing owns the power of love, 
When Cupid bends the bow. 
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THE WAY TO GET UN-MARRIED. 
A ' 
SCENE—An Aurmur. 


Amolia diſcovered * ng. 


AMELIA. 


© WHY did I marry?” aye, my Lord Townly, well 
may I, like you, aſk myſelf that queſtion ! the conjugal 


happineſs my fancy pictured was ideal; anticipation con- 


jured up an afigelic phantom, which as it approch'd me 
vaniſh'd ! Sure this is my puniſhment for diſobeying a 
kind uncle, in flying from his protection, to the precarious 
bliſs of a Gretna Green marriage! Well, however his diſ- 
ſipation may ruin my fortune, or his cruelty rend my 
heart, I will bear all without a murmur, leſs e 
under a conſciouſneſs of my own rectituce. | 
GYMP (without). 

Don't tell me, I will ſpeak to my miſtreſs [E * 
There ſhe ſits—mope, mope, mope; poring till ſhe's blind 
over her book, like a ſchool-boy that ha'n't got his leſſon 


Indeed and indeed, ma'am, you'll really and bona fryday | 


(as my maſter fays), kill yourſelf, if you keep droning 
on ſo, in the diſmals. You'll never perſuade me it's right 
to always let a man have his own * I tell you it's 


ſpoiling him, m' am. 
F 2 AMELIA, 
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AMELIA, 

No, no, child—he muſt, he will reform ! *Tis his com. 
panions . who lead him thus inconfiderately away; I don't 
deſpair. | | 

GYMP. 

No, ma'am, but you're in the ready road to it; pluck 
up a ſpirit, ma'am, at once — ſuch a one as I have—Feggs! 
a worm will turn when trod-upon—T'd ſhew him what it 
was to have a wife: if he ſulk'd, I'd look ſour; if he 
ſtorm'd, and ray'd, and bluſter'd, ld I'd not 2 much 
as anſwer him. . | 

AMELIA. 

I never do, child. 

GYMP. 

But I'd make him ten times more mad by my ſilence; 
I'd conquer not by a word but a look as thus If that 


wou'd not do I'd rattle away as faſt as he can, I Wat- 


Tant—fire for fire - and 


AMELIA. 
Prithee leave me-“! {ill ſhall reclaim him—he has un- 


* and his heart 
GYM. 


Hang his head and his heart, ma'am, if they rt! in n the 
right place—Does he not pay more reſpect to the little 
huſley he has taken lodgings for at Kenſington than—Well, 


I wonder how you bear it, for my part. 
AMELIA. 


Is John returned from ſecking him: 


GYMP, 


C3 
at 
r- 


* 
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GYMP, 

Returned! la, ma'am—do you think he travels poſt 
like a ſtate meſſenger ? John, like the reſt of us, is almoſt 
tir'd off his leggs-—why we've leſs ſleep in this houſe than 
an Innkeeper's Chamberlain: after hunting with maſter all 
day, it's very hard he ſhould hunt after him all night. 

AMELIA, 
Pray leave me, Gymp. 
| | G Yuv. 
Umph ! Well, ma'am, with all my heart; and this is all 


the thanks I get for coming to conſole you; well, well, 


the next time I Going, returns. ]—l tell you what, 
ma'am, you're wrong to take matters ſo coolly—an't he 
always affronting you? and yet you before company pal- 
livating his miſconduct! Yeſterday's inſult was no joke, 
I am ſure! didn't he at dinner tell you, there was © a bone 
for you to pick,” and toſs'd one at you acroſs the table? 
Ecod ! if he'd have ſerv'd me fo, I'd ha' ſooh made him 
pretty picking ! By jingo! I'd have pinn'd his ears to the 

table-cloth, with a three prong'd fork. | 

AMELIA. : 
Begone, Gymp, prithee don't torment me ſo. 
Gyr. | 

I am gone | Torment, indeed! I wonder which has the 
greateſt reaſon to complain of the two? If I was to mope 
myſelf another half hour with her, it wou'd abſolutely 
give me the vapours—Umph ! all wholeſome advice is 
thrown ayaay now a days. [ Exit. 
| AMELIA, 
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AMELIA. 

How tedious is this ſuſpence ! his abſence wank me on 
the rack; every moment is pregnant with alarm 

Re-enter GYMNP. 

Ma'am, if you don't chuſe to be tormented with my 
company you may have John's; he's juſt come back loaded 
with what he calls my maſter's trophies. 

 AMELIA, 

Trophies ! | 
GYMP. 

Les, ma'am, a watchman's ſtaff, two broken rattles and 
an old lanthorn; but here's John to tell his own ſtory: 

[ Exit, 
E nter Joun with flaff, Sc. and broken. head. 
AMELIA. 
Mercy on us ! ! Well, John, where's your maſter ? 
JOHN. 

In full chaſe after the watchmen—I'd the view hollow 
myſelf, but didn't like to be in at the death, —Maſter's got 
the day tho?; for I heard him half an acre off, bawling, Hark 
forward, my hearties, the day's our own, Victoria] victoria 

AuLIA. 

Inconſiderate man] involving himſelf in nightly brawls, 

and I hope your maſter is not hurt, Johat. 
JOHN, 

I don't know, but I am; he was in fine running order ; 
daſh'd after them like a grey-hound ; never ſaw a man 
handle his fists ſo prettily ! 

AMELIA, 


I am all uneafineſs ! tell me, John, do you think=— 


( 19 ) 


| JOHN. _ 

No, I never does; then he ſquared fo ſhewy !] took 
every thing ſo cool | But, eco! III go ſet all ſquares in 
the kitchin, clap a brandy plaſter to my napper, a ſlice of 
cold beef *tween my grinders, and warm my ſtomach with 
a jug of flannel, [ Exite 

AMELIA, _ | 

What wretched infatuation! Oh, Mr. Luckleſs! Mr. 
Luckleſs! the uneaſy moments you have cauſed me! yet, 
before he perſuaded me to elope, he appeared all prudence, 
tenderneſs and affect ion | 

[Noiſe of breaking windows, loud knocking, &c.] 
Heavens! there he is! I tremble at his approach. I hope 
Gymp has prepared his apartment; I'll ſtep and ſee if it's 
ready for his reception, and if patience and forbearance 
can reclaim a huſband, mine ſhall be exerted to their full 
extent. | | [Exit. 


— 7 - Va 


SCENE TRR PorTER's LoDGE. 


Enter John with a jug in his hand (loud knocking ). 
JOHN, | 

That's right, maſter, thunder away! I'll be ſhot if he 
don't unkenne] every old hound in this ftreet and the 
next. Shall I open the door? No, he'll make it ſtart from 
the hinges of it's own accord in half a minute. 

LUCKLESS ( ſinging without). | 

© Wine cannot cure the pain I endure!” Damn the 
door, won't it give way? | 
JOHN+ 
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JOHN. 
No, but I will, or you'll give me ſomething to remem. 


ber you— ha, ha, ha! what a charming breeze | he will kick 
up. [ Exit, 


LUCKLESS. (Loud knocking.) 

Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, and in deſpight 
I'll cram thee with more food |” ¶ Enters as having broke 

open the door with the Watchman's Staff 
Damme! but they'd nearly cramm'd me into a Watch-houſs 
and made me food for the hungry maw of a curs'd night 
conſtable ! Where's that ſneaking ſcoundrel John ! he has no 
more ſpirit than a hare! left me, Alexander like, the 
whole world to conquer by myſel - Bravo! the field's m 
own ! But what have I got by the vitory? a few nobs on 
the head-piece, my harneſs confoundedly tatter'd, and to 
pay all repairs to-morrow.—- Watchmen! guardians of the 
night! ha! ha! ha!l—dJecrepit invalids! damme! to» 
much decayed fo r even garriſon duty. 

Enter cvmnP. 


Well, Gymp, you ſmiling rogue, here I am ! Mark 


| Anthony the ſecond, and you're my Cleopatra, you little 


gypſey; as for Amelia, my wife Pooh] wife! I hate 
the name on't, it's as nauſeous as ſick port, or muddy 
claret 
GYMP. 
Hate the name ! you _— to hate mri} for being 


ſuch a brute, I'm ſure. 
LUCKLESS. 
Indeed ! why isn't it the faſhion? Example's above pre- 
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rept every hour of the day, and if choice company didn't 
render me a jolly fellow, I ſhould be as dull a dog as ever 
was at fault But no, life's the chace I purſue, and while 
there's a grain of ſand left in my hour-glaſs, damme! if I 
don't run it out as merrily as the fleeteſt of them. 

GYMP. 

Yes, Sir, but you'll get tir'd at laſt. Pray let me ad- 
viſe you, you always ſaid— 

LUCKLESS. 

Yes, I know I always ſaid but my head is fo giddy, 
I've loſt the recollection of it! my brains run on wheels 
already, and this girl's clatter will turn them -Matri- 
mony ! Love borne on the wings of Zephyr to the ſhrine of 
Hymen! ha! ha ! ha! that's a pretty picture But what 
if a briſk breeze ſprings up on the wedding day, and the 
honey moon's deform'd by thunder ſtorms ! why then 
ſir ſwears, ma'am pipes her eye, and 'tis two, to one but 
little Love is drown'd in tears, or bulliedout of the window. 

GYMP, 
Sir, you're crazy—out of the window, indeed | 
LUCKLBESs. | 

Heigho ! how to get un-matried z that's the queſtion ! 
There is but little trouble in tying the knot, but your 
quizzes of the cloth draw it ſo damn'd tight, that none 
but your quizzes of the long-robe can untie it again, 

. [Exit. 
GYMP. 

I'm ſure my poor dear miſtreſs ought to wiſh it untied ; _ 

well, if I'd bear it may I never ſell anodicr caſt ON or 
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tell a fib again, and that would be the ruin of a chamber. 
maid.— Married] it's a great chance to get a good huf. 
band, I fee; and your haſty matches generally end in re- 

SONG. 


I. 
How eager from the laſs in teens, 
Who'll ſimper, ſigh and falter; 
To thoſe who ſhine in bolder ſcenes, 
To long to reach the altar 
But ere the honey moon is paſt, 
They oft find they've miſcarried; 
'Their fondneſs ſcarce it's wane will laſt, 
They wiſh themſelves un- married! 


TE 
In winter eve, the fire anear, 
Behold the couple ſeated; 
He ſnores—ſhe, yawning, taps my dear, 
And vows ſhe's quite ill treated ; 
Lord ! Mr. Dozey ! what a drone ! 
I wiſh to wed we'd tarried ! 
And fo do I, bone of my bone, 
Or elſe we were un-married; 


III. 
Tis long two months you know, my chuck, 
Since firſt our yows were plighted— 
Aye, much too long indeed, my duck, 
In that we're both united; 
'7 
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I knew our tempers neꝰ er would ſuit, 
Too far the joke we've carried; 
You're quite a vixen—You're a Brute— - | 
I wiſh we were un-married, - [ Exit, 


— — 


SCENE An Apartment with a Fire-ſcreen in the 
centre. Table with Breakfaſt Apparatus; Ham, Tea, 
| Coffee, Mufßs, Tcſt, K. 


[rockrkss and AMELTA diſcoverd ſeared] 
LUCKLESS. 
Put more brandy in the next diſh, my hand ſhakes, 
| AMELIA. 
Do you imagine, my dear, that is a dener 
© * LUCKLESS, 
I can't tell—don't be troubleſome—Damn the tea, you're 
made it hot enough to ſcald one's Jungs out. 
AMELIA, _ * 
A little more cream, my love, will cool it. 
T | 
Cream] you milk-ſop ! badn't you better feed me with 
a pap-ſpoon at once! This muffin too! why it's burnt to a 
cinder, and your biſcuits, one might as well eat chopp'd 


hay ! (She offers toaſt.) What's that for? do you think I've 
the appetite of a Cormorant ? 


AMELIA. 
Indeed, Mr. Lickleſs, I only meant | 


LUCKLESS, 
Miſchief—as moſt wives do, when they're ſo => 5 


ſequious —My dear—and my love— and my-—fiddle-de- 
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dee—Zounds ! I'd ſooner hear the yelping of young curs 
by half. 

AMELIA. 

I have done, fir, and henceforward not a ſyllable ſhall 

eſcape my lips. 

LUCKLESS., 

That's pleafant ! an agreeable tete-a-tete companion— 

muſt content myſelf with ſingle handed eonverſation— 
colloquial ſoliloquy. 

[Enter John.] 

Well, old Clytus, what's the matter now ? 

JOHN, , 

Matter enough ! why there's a whole kennel of bark. 

ing creditors after you: I told them they were on the 

wrong ſcent, but it wouldn't do, they ſwore they'd hunt 

you down, and here come the raſcally pack Ns 


their words. 
LUCKLESS, 


And in few words they ſhall all pack out again. 
[Enter ſeveral Tradeſmen. |] 
Well, mongrels, what do you want? 
| 1ſt TRADESMAN, 
Mongrels! why we want our money, you've fobb'd 
us off a long time, and we won't ſtand it any longer, 
LUCKLESS, 
Then take to yonr heels, raſcals and run for it. Wasn't 
I in an excellent humour when I order'd your goods? 
2nd rRADpESMAN. 
To be ſure you were. 
LUCK LESS, 


Then wait, raſcals, till I am Ge he hn WY 
for 
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for them—I'm out of temper now, out of caſh, out of 
credit, and'damrhe if I don't bundle you out of the window. 
GLAZIER, 
With all my heart, if you pay my bill; * 8 twenty- 
five pounds for the glaſs you've broke already. 
LUCKLESS. 
Then clap a broken head into your charges, and thus: 
we'll ſettle the reckoning. 
[Takes the chair and drives them off, John aſſiſting. 


Shoemaker ſhifts round to the other. fide of the. 


Stage and remains.] 
Bravo! my Hercules ! well warded John, they” re routed ; 


we've broken their ranks—they fly, Victoria] victoria! 


[YVapouring about turns and ſees Shoemaker. ] 
Well, Mr. Wax-leather, what do you want? 
SHOEMAKER, 


To take your meaſure—you muſt tan my hide, or I muſt 


touch my money; it's a ſcarce article, and as with ſuch 
Gemmen as you a man muſt have a little pegging, before 
he gets paid, I've taken a few leſſons from Bob Breadbaſket, 


and I'll lay five to four, I'll leather you out of it in half 


a ſecond 3 come on, hammer wm; you'll find my head as 
hard as a lap-ſtone. 
ws ſquare, Luckleſs is knock'd _ 
LUCKLESS. | 
Give me your hand, you're a tight fellow; John take 


him into the kitchen, treat him with a cool tankard, and 


pay his bill inſtantly. 
SHOEMAKER, 
Thank ye, maſter, I'm obliged often to get 1 my money 
this 
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this way—when I have taken the meaſure of a man's heels 
on long credit, I takes the meaſure of his head, like a good 
workman to complete the job. [Exit, 
LUCKSESS (throws himſelf into a chair.) 

Phew! my arms ach like an old farmer's with hard 
thraſhing—S'death ! I'm two thirds diſtrated ! my money 
all gone—my ſenſes half loſt, and after putting a ſcore or 
34 two of watchmen to the rout, to be fo cloſe cut by an old 
q | s why an't thoſe breakfaſt things 
taken . 


AMELIA. 

: | * Bleſs me, my love, thoſe unmannerly people fo confus'd 
8 | and—l didn't know you had finiſh'd, my ene * 
LUCK LESS. 

No, but you cou'd have ſeen that rawbone raſee finiſh 
me; muſt I fatigue myſelf? Well, if you won't remove 
em! I will. 

[Opens the Window and throws the thing * 
AMELIA. 
For Heaven's ſake, ſir! 
I [ Endeavours to prevent him.] 
| | LUCKLESS, 

For your own fake, madam, ſtand out of the way 
There and there again—Ha, ha,, there! —Tea, toaſt and 
muffins ready to pop into the firſt mouth that's open to 
receive them | 


** 


AMELTA. 


For ſhame, Mr Luckleſs, when fo many want the 
neceſlaries 
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neceſſaries of life, how can you thus e 


ſuperfluities? 
LUCKLESS 


Becauſe, it's my ſupreme will There and there again— 
(throws out ham, c. ) and I wiſh we were as eaſily ſeparated 
as that ham, from the diſh that held it. 

AMETIA. 

Vour wanton . 

join fervently in your prayer. 
LUCKLESS, 

Then there are hopes we may agree at laſt—Heigho ! 

I'm tir'd of this confounded life, and i. 
AMELIA. 

Well you may, Mr. Luckleſs; and had you! the feel- 
ings of a man, you wou'd not thus continually be plant- 
ing daggers in the heart of one who facrific'd all for your 
happineſs. 

LUCKLESS. 

The father of falſehood broach'd that aſſertion; he 
brought about our union, and damme ! but I wiſh one of 
his imps were preſent to witneſs our ſeparation ! 

(The fire-ſcreen falls and diſcovers a Chimney-Sweeper.) 
Damme ! but the old gentleman has taken me at my word 
—and now comes on my puniſhment. Where the devil did 
you come from, above or below ? 

SWEEP. 

From above, your honour—I was at work at the next 
door chimney, and ſaw the nice things thrown out of the 
window: a Jew ran away with the ham, I crawl'd down, 

| | | like 
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like à cat after cream, to ſee if there vers 
to pick, for indeed I am very hungry. 
IRRITABLE (without.) 
Where is the villain? My niece ſhall N kin this 
inſtant. 
LUCK LESS, 
Zounds ! her angry uncle on one fide, and old Belzebub 
on the other—what will become of me ? My impudence 
forſakes me—all's over 
Enter IRRITABLE, 
IRRITABLE. 
Well, fir, an't you a pretty fellow? What don't you 
deſerve for your miſconduct:? 
LUCK LESS, 
What do I deſerve 
IRRITABLE. 
Zounds ! a halter's too good for you. 
LUCK LESS. 
It is, I've tied one nooſe already, there's no occaſion for 
another. | 
Enter Gvup. 
There, Sir, you ſee you had better have taken my advice, 
ma' am's uncle won't ſee her wrong'd any longer. I've al- 
ways had her good at heart and ſhan't be ſorry how much 
you ſuffer, 


IRRITABLE. 
And 1 have taken proper meaſures you ſhall ſuffer.— 


The wretch, like you, who marries but for lucre ought 
never to experience another ſmile from beauty, but be 


hunted down by ſociety, till he's even become the ſcoff of 
| old 
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old maids and fuſty batchelors, but I ſhall ſoon take my 
niece under my protection, and 
LUCKLESS. 

I'm much obliged to you—juſt what I've been wiſhing 
for—Tell the Sheriff's Officers I'm ready. Stand out of 
the way, imp; if you've any meſſage from my friend the old 
gentleman, damme ! tell him I'm engaged and can't come 

[ Paſſes rudely by Sweep, and Exit. 
AMELIA. 

Poor, loſt, abandon'd man ! 

IRRITABLE. 

Loſt, indeed! your exemplary conduct is worthy imita- 
tion, as during your huſband's ill treatment every effort 
you exerted to reclaim him, which failing, the world muſt 
approve your ſeeking refuge in the wholeſome and pro- 
tecting laws of your country.— will be your guide, and 
by their means convince you, that tho* you imprudently 
took the long rout to Gretna Green to get married, you 
will not be reprehenſible in a trip to Doctors Commons 
as the ſhorteſt way to get Un- married. 
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VILLAGE DOCTOR, 


A BURLETTA. 
AS PERFORMED WITH UNIVERSAL APPLAUSE AT 
JONES'S ROYAL CIRCUS, 


ST. GEORGE'S FIELDS, 


FOR THE FIRST TIME, 


ON EASTER MONDAY, MARCH 25, 1796. 


The Music selected and composed by Mr. SAUNDERSON, 
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| 4s the Vebicle which re introduced that Child of Nature 
Mr. BLANCHARD, 
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CHARACTERS. 


Jack RaTTLING, « = - MR. HELME. 
EPHRAIM BROADBRIM, - - MR. BLANCHARD, 
DR. Bolus MR. DAVIS. 

PESTLE, - - - = - - -, MR. PILBROW. 


Mxs. Bolus - MRS. HENLEY. 
PoLLy, „„ A nd) MRS, ILIFF, 


( 135 ) 


THE VILLAGE DOCTOR, 


DD — ö——' > 


CEN Sea View. Village at a Diſtance. bir 
riding at Anchor. 


Enter Sailors and Fack Rattling from a Boat. 
AIR—Fack Rattling and Chorus. 


WELCOME, Old Albion, native ſhore! _ 
Our ſtorms and perils now are o'er; 
Hail England and my Poll ! 
In vain the ſtormy winds may blow, 
No longer's heard the Yeo, yeo, yeo! 
Or the ſhrilly boatſwain's call. 

With our laſſes now ſo blithe and gay, 
We'll the hornpipe foot, while the fiddles play, 
Piping tol de rol de rol de riddle lol. 

[Zxeunt Sailors. 


—  —— 


Zack, Meſſmates, farewell! I've gain'd the wiſh d- for 
port, 
Poll's cabin lays a-head, ſtretch canvas for t; 
I've weather'd fince we parted many a gale— 
Avaſt! (Going off; flops ſhort.) what 1 
under ſail? 
*Tis a queer fiſh ! 


Enter 
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Fack, Damme, a rival ! 


(. 


Enter Ephraim Broadbrim. 


Damme] built lugger faſhion ! 
Old one, [what cheer? 1 Strikes him on the ſhoulger, 
Eph. Avaunt, abomination ! 
I cannot — ; ſtop me not, I pray! 

Fack. Zounds! What's your haſte?  _ , 

Eph. Umph ! | *tis my wedding-day 
My ſpirit waxeth warm; J muſt be gone, | 
Mary, to make thee bone ſoon. of my bone! 

| [In ejaculation, 


Rob: | Yea, no friend I think thee. 


Fack, Come to cloſe quarters, then, and, zounds, Ill 
ſink ye! [Puts himſelf in attitude, 


Eph. Away, profane one, at thy threats I ſcoff; 
My ſpirit moves me, yea, it moves me off | [ Exit. | 
Fack. That's right, young ſtiff-rump.—Damme ! if you 
wed, . 
Cape Horn and Cuckold's Point a'n't far * 
I'll ſteer now to my Poll, love's fails are bent, 
Old Care's capſiz d, my cargo's now content. 


SONG. 


To Davy Jones old dad was gone, 
And mother likewiſe dead, 
When little I was left alone 
To labour for my bread: | 
No matter, I ne'er pip'd my eye, 
Thof care attack'd me fore, 
But ſoon became a failor-boy, 
And left all care on ſhore. 


er, 
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All danger did I ſmiling ſcorn, 
And ſwigg'd the flowing can, 
And prov'd myſelf, from ſtem to ſtern, 
A failor and a man; 
To Indies Eaſt and Weſt I fail'd, 
The line croſs d o'er and o'er, 
Ere on my native beach I hail'd 
My pretty Poll on ſhore. 


We jigg'd it at a merry dance, / 
And both diflik'd to part; 
My timbers ſtout may ſtart by chance, 
But Engliſh oak's my heart. 
Then let but fortune cheery ſmile, 
And hand me gold galore, 
Why, all the ſum of all my toil 
Is pretty Poll on ſhore.  TExit. 


SCENE—An Outfide View of an Apothecary's Shep, 
« BoLus, APOTHECARY,” turitten over the Door. 


Enter Peſtle from the Shop, with Baſket and — of 
Pbyſic, Cc. 


Pes. (Reading a label.) * A healing draught ]“ Ha, ha! 
that's drolly faid; 
Heal folks ! No, no, that woud'n't ſuit our trade, 
8 Enter 


—_ 
: 


ax. 
— 


CA = 
2 te 
—— ww 
. 
1 


— * N 
en * — 5 * 
2 ITY 4a. N Led 
S — 8 8 
— — S 
— Oy — _ 


Ec der EH SE. 
— 
& 
Py 


— 
— — * 
© S - — 


# © ny = * 
r 
* * . : 4 
* 6 * he 


_— 
— —_—————— — 
— = —— — — — — 
8 — 
* 


a = wv 2 — 
—— — — 
— — Y 


3 > WW . 4 2 
„ Ss Pt 4 * 182 ns 4 . 
. A Le WY WO ene EF pony oy ap. 
l : a TOE : "PD... x 
4 w = K 


15 

4. 

4 

- * 
55 

1 
5 

* * 

* 

„ 

4 

44 

1 

1 
\,F 
* . 


. ) 


Enter E obraim Broadview 


Ah! Maſter Ephraim! 
Eph, Friend, I'm hither come 


To learn if Bolus tarrieth at home. 
Tell me, I pray thee, where I may behold him? 
Pes. With Miſſus; how you'd ſtare to hear her ſcold him! 
You'll get your doſe too how her bells will chime | 
Wo'n't you go in? 
Eph. Umph ! Yea—another time. [ Going, 
returns, whiſpers Pefile, and gives him Money. 
Pes. Oh, yes, you'll in the ſhop lie inug and Rill 
- ?Till he comes to you. 


Eph. Verily, I will. [Exit into Shop, 
Pes. A queer curmudgeon he'll nab Poll, I fear, 
Thof I ſhould have her 
Enter Rattling, flaps him on the Shoulder. 
* Peſtle, boy, what cheer ? 
Where's my ſmart pinnace ? 
Pes. Lord ! I ſhake all = 


She's for his ſhop, a damn'd tarpaulin pany [ Afide, 
Tack, Is ſhe within? 
Pes. Yes,—Al my hopes are oer [ To vun 
Facł. I'll to her.  [ Going, is flopt by Poſte, 
Pe. {Goes to Door.) Broadbrim, lock and bolt the door, 
Fack. Hail my ſweet Polly with a feaman's _— 


Find out her bearing | 
£þh, 


2 


. 
eftle, 
door, 


Fob. 
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Eph. : Friend, thou'lt find thour't wrong. 
[As he is going towards the Door Ephraim pops 


out his Head, ſpeaking the above, and then flaps 
the Door in his Face. 


No matter, they'll ſoon find me hard a-port ; 

I'll ſcale the walls; damme! a lucky thought! 

I'm off; like lightning up the ſhrouds I go 

Larboard and {tarboard—Zounds, ſtand clear below! 
[ Exit, driving rudely paſt Peſtle. 


Jack, Avaſt ! the foe made maſter of the fort ! ! 


Pes. Umph ! Well, III ſtudy phyſic for love's plaiſter, 


Be ſoon as great a dab at it as maſter ; 
Try conſtitutions, bliſter, bleed, and pill, 
And make a fortune by the folks I kill, 


SONG. 
When a big wig'd cit, 
So trim and neat, 
Vending drugs I'll cut a daſh; 
No eye on fame, 
But to bleed, my aim, 
My patients of their caſh ! 
On profit bent, 
Touch cent per cent 
On each no cure that's done; 
But if on proof, 
Short runs the ſtuff, | 
Of him I'd drench, the hints enough, 
I chin my cane, the bargain's off, 
*Tis dot and carry one. Exit. 
8 2 SCENE 
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SCENE—The Doctor's Study. Table with Brealfe 
Utenſils —A large Medicine Cheſt on 'one Side the 
Stage.—Caſe Bottle with a Label, en which: is written 


BRANDY. 


Enter Doctor and Mrs. Bolus wrangling, 


Dr. Was Galen e'er fo phyſic'd by his rib ! 
Such a virago! | 
1 That's a monſtrous fib ! 
Dr. A damn'd corroſive! 
Mrs. Me! what's that you ſay? 
I'm ſweet as ſyrup. 
Dr. You will have your way. 
Mrs. You wrong me, noodle (boxes his ears), Now 
then to the point. 
Hear me— 
Dr. I can't, my ears are out of joint | 
Mrs. For Polly I've a huſband in my eye— _ 
Dr. Our Quaker landlord ?— 
Mrs. No, my failor boy. 
Dr. Pooh! a mere drug—while Ephraim the upright— 
Mrs. Yea—verily (mimicking ) I hate the ugly fright! 
A Quaking—canting—umph—ſuch formal ſtuff— 
An Engliſh tar's my choice, and that 's enough! 


DUET. 


Mrs. Go, noſtrum-monger! from me pack, 
I'll never brock your ruling will. 
- Dr. No noſtrum, zounds ! can ſtop that clack, 
No quieting draught make that tongue ſtand ſtill! 
| Mrs. 


WW 


ſtill! 
Mrs. 


<( 4x ) 


Mrs. J ſurely ated moſt abſurd, . 
When I to ſuch a wretch was buckled; 
Dr. Zounds, ſpeak another crooked Word Joon 
M.rs. Why, then, rams? horns! rams? horns! you 
cuckold ! [Exit. 


— —  — 


Dr. S'death! what a jade! &en phyſic can't unhinge her, 
She's all cayanne—damme! a jar of ginger. 
Oh Eſculapius! (#neeling) patron of our trade, 
Dear hcalth-deſtroyer—l requeſt thy aid 
The undertaker's purſe my labour fills, 
But, zounds ! thou know'ſt my wife won't take my 
pills. | 22 
I have it (riſes), a ſtrong Secping draught Th make, 
Which, in diſguiſe of branay, ſhe ſhall take; 
Oh ! here one is! 
[ Goes to Medicine Cheſt, takes out Caſe Bottle, 
with this Label on it, & Sleeping Draught.” 
This doſe wou'd ſoon make &en Zantippe civil, 
Or ſet a-ſnoaring, zounds! the very devil! 
« Beſt brandy,” (takes off the former Label, and 
places that from the Brandy Bottle on it.) 
ha! ha! that will tempt, I'm ſure— 
So ſtrong the doſe *rwill either kill or cure. 
Soon ſtop her clack—S'death *tis my lucky minute, 
If ſhe don't ſwallow this the devil's in it. 


"I will do the deed, you'll ſoon be quiet, wife, 


Sleep ſound for hours—T would it were for life; 
Then 
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| ( 142 ) 
Then Ephraim marries Polly in a crack, 
And ev'ry ſpouſe will long to be a quack. 
SONG. 
(Vide Welch Duack p. 66.) [ Exit, 


SCENE—An Apartment at the Doftor's, with a Windny 
at the back. 


Enter Polly. 
Rattling arriv'd! Lord, how my heart keeps beating; 
I'm taſty tho' to give my lad the meeting; 
As ſmart and jontee, and my waiſt as ſmall 
As when I lead the dance at our town hall. 


AIR. 


Poor dear ſwain ! poor dear ſwain! 
Where art thou wooing ? 
If love's language be the eye, 
Plead again—nor in vain 
You'll make this boſom heave a ſigh. 
Why ſo long an abſent lover ? 
Deign to woo me—briſkly ſue me, 
“ Youth's the ſeaſon farm'd for joy.“ 


Enter Mrs. Bolus. 


Polly. Oh! la]! Mama 
Mrs. | Miſs Pert don t be ſo bold. 


Exit, 


Polly. 
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P:lly. You're taſty too—who'd think you were ſo old? 

Mrs, Old! old! young huſſey didn't Dr. Bliſter 
Take me, but t'other morning, for your ſiſter? 
The difference was ſo trifling in his mind. 

Polly. La! but, mama, you know the Doctor's blind. 


Mr.. Old, truly | Pve ſcarce reach'd diſcretion's year. 


Polly. Nor ever will. 


Enter Rattling. 
Fack. Avaſt | is the coaſt clear? 
Pally. Oh! lud! 
Mrs, Dear me! la! when will wonders ceaſe ? 
ack, Don't wonder—Zooks ! there's a ſalute apiece. 
[Kiſſes em. 

Mrs. Wilt take refreſhment ? 
Fack. Ay, I'll wet my throttle. 
Mrs, Step, Miſs, and fetch your father's brandy bottle. 

| , [ToPolh. 
Pollh. Brandy, mama? | 
Mrs. * Yes, fly and fetch it, Miſs, 
ack, Stop, and for ballaſt take another kiſs. 


{Kiſſes again. 


TRIO. 


Should old Care be fo rude 
All. On our joys to intrude | 
We'll receive him with glaſs, joke, or "IR 
Fack, With a kifs, 
Pally. Or a ſmile, 
Both. His ill-nature beguile, 
Mrs, Or rattle him off with our tongue. 


Fack, 
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Zack, I hold there's no bliſs 
Like a conjugal kiſs, 
Polly. Anda ſmile ne' er good-humour can lack; 
Fack, Then let's kiſs, 
Mrs. And let's quaff, 
All. And all merrily laugh, 
Mrs, Or ring care a peal with our clack. 
With our click, click, click, clack, &c. 
Polly. We'll laugh, 
And we'll quaff, 
All. And ring care a peal with our clack. 2 


SCENE—The Doctor's Study. 
Enter Ephraim cautionſly, 
Eph. My ſpirit moveth me to quickly marry, * 
And yea, too long, too long they make me tarry; 
The maiden Mary ſtirreth up my heart; 
She holds in bondage—yea—my better part ! 


SONG Tux, © What can the matter be?” 


Verily, ah ! how my heart keepeth bumping z 
A pendulum *gainſt my tough ribs loudly thumping ; 
Or a mouſe in a rat-trap that's'to and fro jumping z 
"Tis truth now, by yea and by nay |! 
And its umph, umph ! what can the matter be? 
Umph, umph ! what can the matter be ? 
Mov'd by the ſpirit ſo, what can the matter be? 


Ephraim, thou'rt going aftray ! 
Yea, 


65 


xeunt, 


Vea, 
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Yea, marvellous 'twas, when mine eyes firſt went rovi 
From meek ſiſter Sarah towards vanity moving, roving, 
I found a profane one it was I was loving, 

'Tis truth, &. AP 


'Twas folly's vain garment the maid {mild fo good in, 

Yea, ſilk hoſe and pumps on the pavement ſhe ſtood in, 

Which ſtirr'd up my zeal as you'd ſtir up a pudding, 
*Tis truth, &c I 


When I yea and nay ever pronounce to deceive her, 
May I bow down my body or take off my beaver ! 
I would cheriſh the maiden for ever and ever ; 
By yea and nay thus much I own ! 
And 'tis umph, umph ! what can the matter be? 
Umph, umph ! what can the matter be? 
J verily long to know what will the matter be 
When ſhe is bone of my bone, [ Going, 


— — 


Eh. The maiden cometh Ephraim, what's thy plan? 
Umph ! how ſhe ſtirreth up my inward man? 
What's here? «Beſt Brandy !” Spirits have a charm ! 
Yea, I will taſte thee (Drznks.), thou canſt do no 

harm, [Drinks again. 


Enter Polly. 


Ay, now I'll woo—Yea ! what fal lals are theſe ? 
Thou muſt dreſs plainer maiden, if thou'dſt pleaſe. 
Y=a—h (Yawns. ) —verily I love thee—love thee 


much 
1 Polly. 
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Polly. Y—a—w (Mimicks.), yon make love, like Myn- 
heer, in High Dutch! 
A ſleepy ſweetheart ! ; | 
Eph. What can be - the matter? [Yawning, 
Polly. When next you mix your liquor uſe more water. 
You're ſurely tipſy! | 
Eph, Y—a—h—I can—not—ſpeak— 

My ſpirit's willing—but—the—fleſh—is—weak ! 
Polly. Such drowſy eye-lids, like an old owl moping. 
Eph. Yea— wou'd —I—had — two—props—to—keep— 

them—open— 

But—while—I— can — maiden — Il — at—thee— 

peep 

I'm fetter d faſt - by - love l'm—faſt—aſleep 

[Drops inte Chair, and falls faſt aſleep. 
Polly. Goles, here's a lover ! *tis a merry joke 
But, for the brandy bottle ( Ephraim yawns, and 
throwing out his hand knacks it down and breaks 
it.) La ! its broke! 


Enter Mrs. Bolus. 
Mrs. You careleſs huſly ! 


Pally. Mother, pray take care 
Aſleep— [ Pointing to Ephraim. 
Ars. Aſleep ! young Broadbrim ?-( Slaps his face.) 


feggs, and ſo you are! 
Enter Rattling, 


Since caterwauling thus the rogue will roam, 


Let's pack him up, direct, and ſend him home. 
T his 


aim. 
ce.) 
are! 


[ his 
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This medicine cheſt——help Jack - exact will ſuit— 
Out with the poiſon, and put in the brute 
[They take out Medicines, place them near the 
Entrance on the Stage, and put Ephraim in 
their Room, fitting «cat in the Cheſt. 
Ay, ſnore away. 
Fack, Well ſtow'd, my lad, ne'er fear. 
Mrs. So public! (Snores aloud.) huſh] that for your 
private ear! [ Pinches his ear, he groans. 


Doctor without, 


Dr. Here, Peſtle! Peſtle! where is Ephraim gone? 
Zack. Avaſt, the doctor! [Claps the lid on his bead, c. 
Mrs, Stop, let me alone 
Him to torment you never found me loth ; 
To what I ſwear, then, children take your oath / 
Hide hide, and when I want you both I'll call 
[They go off; ſhe hides behind the Lid of the 
Box, holding it up. The Doctor enters, and 
not percerving them, tumbles over and breaks 
the Bottles. 
Dr. 7.ounds, what a craſh ! A pretty decent fall! 
Whoſe job can this be? Hemp ſhall ſqueeze their 
throttles ; 
My med'cine ſpilt! what's worſe, I've broke my 
bottles. 
(Goes up to cheſt.) Ephraim! Oh, potion, lotion, 
pill, and plaiſter ! 
My fleeping draught has brought o on this difaſter. 
12 He 
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He would be taſting, vent'rous of his life: 
Oh, lord, he's dead! I would it were my wife! 
Would the were tipſy with ſo ſtrong a dram 
Here on this ſpot. 
Mrs, Well, rogue, and here I am 
[Drops the lid, he flarts, much alarmed, 
Dr. Oh, lord, all's over !— 1 
Mrs, Yes, revenge takes place— 
Doesn't the gallows ſtare you in the face ? 
I'll ſwear you kill'd this queer-phizz'd formal blade. 
Dr. Well, what o' that? 'twas in the my of trade; 
And you've no witneſs 
Mrs. There you reckon ſhort— 
Rattling and Polly, both come into court ! 


Enter bath. 
If to their marriage, now, you don't confent— 
Dr. Oh, lord! you'd hang me! | 
Mrs. and Polly. Yes. 
Dr. Well, I'm content. 
Zack. Avaſt ! the navy ne' er was falſchood's ſchool ; 
Tan't on the log-book, matey 
Pally. | Oh you fool! 
Mrs, Conſent, or for yon humdrum's death thou dieſt; 
There he lies ſtretch' d 
[Ephraim throws up the lid of the Box. 
Eph. Yea, verily thou lieſt. 
Dr, A miracle! why ſurely 'tis deceiving ! 
Eph, Yea, I did taſte thy drugs, and ſtill am living— 
[ Comes from the box. 
But 


A*. 
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But, leaſt thy noſtrums ſhould deſtroy me quite, 
To fave myſelf I'll loſe my help-mate by*t; 
There, take thy daughter— 

[Takes Polly, and gives her to Dr, 


Dr. From thy word dos't fly ? 
Eph. Yea, verily—<(yawns.) 
Jack, | That, old one, will not I. 


I've your conſent, good cheer ſhall make us happy, 
And if our friends but ſmile, now all are happy. 


FINALE. 


Dr. Come, wife, a buſs, tho I muſt own 
I've ſow'd for others reaping ; 
The draught a better deed had done, 
To ſet your tongue a ſleeping. 
'T was meant good humour to provoke, 
If faſt and ſound I'd lock'd her, 
My patients would enjoy the joke, 
And ape the Village Doctor. 
Chorus. Twas meant, &c. __ 


Fack, Your kindneſs makes this pinnace mine, 
Love's harbour lays before us; 
Polly. With fond affection ſoon we'll join 
In matrimonial chorus. 
Dad meant good-humour to provoke, 
If faſt aſleep he'd lock'd her, 
His patients would enjoy the joke, 
And ape the Village Doctor. 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. In vain, old hubby, have you ſtrove 
Your lamb to be entrapping; 
Eph. By yea and nay, in making love, 
Alack ! they found me napping. 
Twas meant good humour to provoke, 
If faſt aſleep he'd lock'd her, 
His patients would enjoy the joke, 
And ape the Village Doctor. 
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— 
Pearſon, Mr. J. Bank of Eng- 
land, 4 copies. 
Price, Mr.' Theatre-Royal 
Covent-Garden. 


Prior, Mr, 42, Great- Ruſſel 
ſtreet. We 


Palmer; Mr ny Theatre- 


Pao! 1 Me 97 Maßeo. 
m. 


— Theatre-Royal 
MB. 

Powell, Mr. 22, Southampton- 
Buildings, 2 copies. 

Phillips, Mt. Theatre-Royal 


Richar » Mt . 
Ree? Myr Wer. Iinges 
r. Wm. n. 
Ratchford, Mr. Theatre- 
Royal Covent-Garden. | 
Roſs, Mr, Camden-green, 
Rivers, Mrs. Theatre Ply- 
mouth-dock. 


Roſe, Mr. Ayliffe-ftr. Good- 


man's-fields. 
Richards, Mr. 
Rouken, Mr. Ely-ftr, Good- 


man's- fields. 


Rees, Mr. Theatre · Royal Co- 


vent-Garden. 


» Robinſon, Mrs. 


Rowe, 
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( 136 ) 
Rowe, Mr. George, 3; Fleet- Tippett, Jak, Ag. d. 
ſtreet. as 18 Toms, Mr, T 

Runes 3. 5} - ome, r. — 
Strand. 117 R a 

770 = Todd, Mr. W wif 
vol 8. Todd, Mr. Wm — Mila 
ite 5 } Thomas, nr 

Sandell, Mr. N. Mid. Temple. land. e 


Covent- Garden. 
Street, Mr. do. 
Shultz, Mr. do. 
Simms, Mr. W. Cuſtom- houſe, 
2 copies. | 
Spiller, Mr. Rood lanes „ 
Steel, Mr. — 
Strand. 
Suett, Mr. 
Drury-lane. 
Spofforth, Mr. — 1 
Covent- Garden. 
Sarjeant, Mr. do. 
Smith, Mr. H. Sadlers-wells. 
Sloper, Mr. Theatre-Ro al 
; nden | 7 
Shield, Wm, Eſq. do. 


Simpſon, Mr. 1 


Theatre- Royal 


. Skidmdre, Mr. Holborn. 


Skidmore, Miſs, do. N 
Shatford. Mr. Manager of the 


-. Theatre Saliſbury.” 


Skipper, Mr. Wapping: * 

Simpſon, Mr. W. 48, N 
ſtairs. 

Street, Mr. Berkſhire. 


- Sedgwick, Mr. Theare-Royal 


Drury-Lane. 
T. 


Tapſell, Mr. W. Little Queen- 
ſtr. Lincoln's-inn- fields. 
Thornton, Mr. Manager 
Theatre-Royal Windior. 


Warten, Mr. Lambeth- walk. 


1 G. Ado by 
Tatnell Highgate. 
Thompſon.” Mr. * 
King ſton upon Mull. 
T ns, Mr. Edward; Bak 
of England. Aud 
Trueman, Mr. Theatre-Royal 
Drury-Lane. 
Terry, Mr. S. Iſleworth. 
— a M70; 
v. .992 

» $1497 +] 23M ,care 
Vale, Miſs; Floeteſtr. 0 
Vale, Mr. ſen; Walwortgn 
Vale, Mr. Fleet-ſtreet?ꝰ 
Vincent, Mr{Knightſbridge. 
Vincent, Mr. 


17 


Fe 0 
Wa 1e 
27 £36 Iv om 10 
Willey, Mr. 36, Werken 

ſquatre. 

Waller, Mr. 80. 23 o 
Wild, Mr. Theatre-Royal 


Covent-Garden. 
[owl 


Willa mon, Mr: do. 


Wolfe, Mr. Charing=etok. 
WIIkinſon, Mr. Mary-le:boke 
ſtreet. 
Webb, Mr. Aale m- 
5 chant, Tower-ſtr. 


Warlingron 


(_ wp) 


Watlington, Mrs. Groſvenor- 
ſtreet. 

Wewitzer, Mr. Theatre- 
Royal Drury- Lane. 

Wiſe, Mr. Wm. Gt. Queen: ſtr. 

Waugh, Mr. Alderſgate-ſtr. 

Willlams. Mr. John, Come - 
dian, Kent. | 

Wallis, Miſs, Theatre-Royal 
Covent-Garden, 


Waldron, Mr. jun. Theatre- 


Royal Hay-market. 
Walpole, Mr. R. Gen. Poſt- 
oflice. 
Worſdale, 

terbury. 
Wathen, Mr. Theatre-Royal 
Drury-Lane. 
Weſt, Mr. Dunſtable. 
Weſtwood, Mr. 36, Booth-ſtr. 
Spital-helds. 
Williams, Eſq. Victualling- 
office. 
Walmſley, W. Efq. 
Walmſley, Mr. Rathbone- 


place. 


Mr. Theatre Can- 


Wendy, Mr, Wm. White - 
chapel. 

Weſton, Mr. 13, Hand- court. 
Walcup, Miſs, Theatre 
_ Covent-Garden. 

Woodfall, Mr. jun. 

Wightman, Mr. 

Wells, Mr. Cornhill. 

Wells, Mr. Wilmot, Mana- 
ger of the Theatre-Royal 
Margate, 

Wilkinſon, Tate, Eſq. Mana- 
ger of the Theatre-Royal 
Vork. 

Whittard, Mr 8. Martlet- 
court. 

Wilkins, Mr. Poſt-office. 

. 


Young, Mr. g. Craven-build- 


ings, 2 copies. 


Young, Mrs. do, 
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